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Chapter 1 


UNDER PARIS SKIES 


THE GREAT JET chased the sunset westward at a speed of 
something over 500 miles per hour, trembling noticeably as it bucked 
the prevailing headwinds. In the darkened cockpit, Captain Peter 
Deventer sat in the left hand seat twiddling his thumbs and staring 
over the curved nose of the Boeing at the fires of the sunset behind the 
broken clouds. Silence reigned as the crew Went capably about the 
routine of the flight. Then the craft shivered in a spasm of local 
turbulence and Captain Deventer spoke to the co-pilot in English with 
a trace of Dutch accent; 

“Next time you talk to Prestwick, ask for a couple of thousand feet. 
Let’s see if we can get above this stuff.” 

“We just acknowledged handover to Gander, sir,” the co-pilot 
replied. “Want me to raise Gander again?” 

“No hurry. The next time you talk to them will be fine.” 

The Captain returned to his contemplation of the Sunset. The ship 
was well trimmed. He could see the two port side engine nacelles 
hanging steadily in space, masterpieces of modern industrial design. 
The Captain Was not a particularly sentimental man but he thought 
the 707, with its power-packed, curved jet nacelles, one of the most 
beautiful things struck by the hand of man. 

He thought of having coffee brought in but tonight the service 
crew would have their hands fulL There was nearly a full load on this 
flight. Delegates to an international scientific congress. This flight’s 
point of origin was Paris. Most of the passengers had connected with it 
from Prague. The passenger manifest was heavily weighted with 
Asiatic names with Ph.D.s. In about five more hours Captain Deventer 
would land them safely in New York where most of the scientists 
would make interconnecting flights farther west. 

The Captain forgot about coffee as his thoughts drifted back to the 
war and the Dutch East Indies. He thought fondly of the Javanese 
family who had risked execution to hide him, and he thought 
something different of the Japs and the horrible months following his 
capture. 

His reverie was interrupted. A light fell across the darkened cabin. 
Deventer. half turned in his seat with an exclamation of irritation. The 
steward knew his permission was required to bring visitors to the 
flight deck no matter how high the VIPs rated. And never this kind of 


mob. 

The Captain’s eyes met those of the co-pilot which mirrored his 
own irritation at this breach of discipline. Then, as in a moment 
between sleep and wakefulness when things seem to take forever to 
happen and have no apparent cause, the young, handsome face of the 
second officer became something altogether different, something red 
and ghastly. Deventer noted, without truly comprehending, that his 
own uniform was wet with blood and that the young co-pilot now 
slumped lifeless over the controls. 

The aircraft shuddered again in some new turbulence but remained 
steady on course, controlled by the automatic pilot. 

Captain Deventer realized that he was staring into the barrel of a 
large-bore pistol and noted the silencer. The man holding the weapon 
was unusually tall and raw. boned for an Asiatic and looked 
surprisingly like Anthony Quinn, the movie actor. 

The man spoke clear, unaccented English. 

“Let me see now. What is the drill? Oh, yes. Request permission to 
approach the bridge.” The man laughed. “Granted of course. Please do 
not be so foolish as to attempt to use the radio, mon capitaine, or 
you'll be as dead as your co-pilot here.” 

Captain Deventer was a brave man. He thought of trying for the 
radio anyway, but knew it would accomplish nothing. Besides, 
someone had to fly the aircraft 

The man with the gun moved to a position behind him. Deventer 
felt the nasty little circle of the muzzle on the back of his skull. 
Another Asiatic stepped forward and carried the body of the second 
officer out of the cabin. This done, the big one moved to the co-pilot’s 
seat without letting the barrel of the pistol move from the Captain’s 
face. Deventer. could usually recognize Asians but he was having 
difficulty placing the man’s origin. The way he was dressed, for 
instance, was odd, In the conservative suit, button-down shirt and silk 
tie popular in New York banking and marketing circles. Nothing 
added up. 

“Now listen carefully, mon capitaine”, the man ordered. “You will 
at once resume manual control of the aircraft and put it into as steep a 
dive as, in your judgment, the wings will take. You will level out at an 
altitude of approximately 1000 feet and turn to a heading of thirty 
degrees.” 

“T don’t understand,” Deventer said. But he did. They wanted the 
plane to fly low enough under the radar so as not to be tracked. 

“Understanding is not required,” the man snapped. “In case you 
are tempted to do the heroic thing, let me advise you that while I have 
permitted you and your flight engineer to remain alive, I have men 
with me competent enough to fill both jobs in case of your sudden 


demise. However, in the interests of the non-involved passengers, I 
will admit that my men have had no experience in the cockpits of 
Boeings.” 

“And the rest of my crew?” Deventer asked. 

“Dead and resting comfortably in what your directors call the VIP 
Lounge.” The man’s laugh was casual. “The passengers are, however, 
alive and well, if understandably confused. I am sure that this 
consideration will prevent you from plunging this aircraft into the 
North Atlantic.” He gestured languidly with the pistol. “To work now, 
mon capitaine.” 

Deventer looked back over his shoulder. Another man stared back 
with pitiless Latin eyes. A mercenary Cuban pilot, Deventer guessed. 

The big silver bird seemed to shudder once again and then nosed 
down into the obscurity of the clouds. 


The spring evening lay lightly over the city of Paris. A breeze fresh 
off the Seine carried the smell of growing tilings from the farmlands of 
the Ile de France and the sweet scent of opening buds from the trees 
along its great boulevards. Nick Carter had checked into a hotel 
boasting the highest rating in the Michelin Red Book. He had signed 
the register as a Mr. Sam Harmon, international admiralty lawyer of 
Chevy Chase, Maryland. (He could hardly put down Killmaster, 
Washington, or his more formal designation, N3). Nick now lingered 
over dinner at Fouquet’s and amused himself watching the early 
evening crowds on the Champs-Elysees. Presently, he finished his 
coffee and brandy, settled his bill and left. 

Because of the fineness of the evening and because he was in 
excellent physical condition, he decided to walk rather than take a 
taxi to the offices of the Amalgamated Press and Wire Services. There 
he would have a phone conversation with a man named Hawk in 
Washington. Then, if Hawk had nothing immediately pressing, Nick 
would join a young lady who, not so long ago, had been a leading 
mannequin for the high fashion house for which she now designed 
clothes. There would be the theater. Later there would be a snack at a 
fashionable restaurant in the market district and talk of old times. Still 
later, there was a very good chance indeed ... 

So pleasantly was he preoccupied, Nick paid little attention to the 
shiny new Mercedes sports convertible idling along beside him, just 
keeping pace with his athletic stride. He assumed the driver was 
looking for a parking place on this long, secluded side street off the 
crowded avenue. 

“Bon soir, monsieur,” the girl at the wheel said. 

Nick turned. The well-stacked girl with the long hair swung the car 
expertly to the curb and stood with motor idling almost soundlessly. 


“Perhaps I can drop you somewhere, monsieur?” she said in 
accented English. 

“Good evening yourself,” Nick said. “I’m afraid not. You see I have 
an appointment.” His even, white teeth flashed in a quizzical grin. He 
thought with amusement of his boss, Hawk’s likely reaction if he, 
Nick, had neglected his check-in because he had succumbed to the 
charms of one of the notorious Parisian “taxi girls.” 

Her lovely features formed a moue of disappointment. 

“Tonight,” she said, “is the first night of real spring. And one 
becomes so lonely in the spring, do you not agree?” Then, perhaps 
taking Nick’s silence for indecision, she added, “It would not be so 
dear ... so. expensive as you might think.” 

Nick’s glance took in the girl’s large clear eyes set against the 
expensive winter tan, the high aristocratic cheekbones and the 
shimmering blond hair that cascaded to the firm bare shoulders. It 
occurred to him that her fashionable little dress with the plunging 
bodice, revealing two ripe half melons of womanly pulchritude, 
“would be too expensive for the most successful taxi girl, 

“Besides, monsieur, you are tres gentil, very nice. With you I know 
it would be a great pleasure. There would be a special price.” 

Nick decided that the leering little smile of invitation did not 
become her. However, a great many women in an area stretching from 
Washington to New York and around the world back to Washington 
would have heartily agreed that the lean, handsome and very hard-to- 
figure, Monsieur Carter was indeed tres gentil and a great many other 
pleasant things too. Recently a man-killing, dawn-to-dark conditioning 
period under the merciless sun of the American Southwest had 
brought the big man to a peak of physical condition—one normally 
enjoyed only by a heavyweight contender on fight night. The same 
sun had given Nick a tan as deep as hers. 

He looked with some regret at the long, brown legs, the proud 
breasts and the aristocratic face. 

“Tt would indeed be a pleasure,” he said. “Unfortunately ...” 

She interrupted, her tone taking on the hard stridency of the whore 
pressing for business. 

“Come, come, monsieur. Fifty francs for me and ten francs for the 
room. It is a good price, no?” 

Nick began to smell a large, fat rat. Ten dollar tricks hadn’t paid 
for that Mercedes. And a whore’s eyes get a certain way after a while. 
This girl’s eyes were too vital, too gay. Nick smiled gently. 

“Thanks, but no thanks.” 

Her eyes flashed. “You are a fool, monsieur. Tous vous anglais ...” 
She broke into a staccato sequence of furious French and bent 
abruptly to release the hand brake, accidently blowing the horn. Then 


she turned to shoot him a last look of withering scorn. 

“You are quite sure, monsieur?” 

Nick waved. “Another night, perhaps.” 

With a final, angry merde alors, she pulled away from the curb, 
leaving two-thick black stripes of rubber on the pavement. Then she 
was out of sight down the long empty street 

Nick stared thoughtfully after her. The price had been ridiculously 
low. And intelligence agents who believe in coincidences are soon 
referred to as “the late.” 

Not that Nick wouldn’t have enjoyed the assignation-Just to see 
what could be learned. He would be very interested in finding out 
who thought it worthwhile baiting him. Perhaps Hawk could tell him 
what was in the wind. .Nick had missed his primary check-in that 
morning. Not as had been the case once or twice in the past, through 
his fault, but because when the solid-state picture-phone flashed a 
shot of the familiar Washington office, Hawk’s secretary appeared on 
the screen and told him that Hawk was not available. Nick was to 
report in again at eight local time without fail, at which time Hawk 
would communicate certain weighty matters to his most trusted agent. 
And she said “without fail” was underscored in red three times. 

With these things in mind Nick continued on in the general 
direction of the Seine. He noticed a battered old Citroen CV 2 which 
pulled up ahead of him just as the taxi girl left. Four men in blue 
raincoats emerged. They conferred a moment, then started walking 
abreast down the sidewalk in the direction of the Champs-Elysees— 
dapper young fellows, each with an umbrella or a cane. Nick moved 
easily aside to let them pass. Nick could not see them very well 
because they were backlighted by the setting sun and the brilliance of 
its reflection on the river. They appeared to be well-to-do Orientals. 
He put them down as junior embassy personnel or members of a trade 
mission, on the town. 

At the same time that sixth sense which is born early in the career 
of every successful agent and which he carefully nurtures as his most 
prized possession was telling him something. The hair was beginning 
to tickle along the back of his neck. He took another look at them. 

They split to let him through. Mick edged by with a muttered 
pardon, thinking what an old maid of an agent he was getting to be, 
looking down every street and under beds for enemy agents. That was 
when they hit him. 

One took each arm, and one came from the front, one from the 
back. Efficient, pros. Hardly embassy pencil pushers. Their grips on 
his arms were tight as vises, and they were using their weight and 
advantage like professionals. Nick’s strong arms strained forward as 
his assailants attempted to drive them up behind him. 


Fingered, he thought in disgust. I didn’t know her but she sure 
knew me. Contempt for his own carelessness surged briefly through 
his brain, even as the pain in his arms mounted to an orange haze. 
The man in front of him was neither smiling nor scowling. He came at 
Nick with the deadly speed and concentration of a professional 
athlete, his sporty little cane broken to reveal a long bright stiletto. He 
struck at Nick underhanded with the sickening upward, gut-tearing, 
lung-ripping, heart-slashing cut of the experienced knife man. 

As he struck, Nick hurled his two hundred pounds plus onto the 
support of the men holding his arms. As the pain flowed up to blind 
him, both his feet fired up and out with tremendous power and caught 
the knife boy square in the face. Nick felt a searing ribbon of pain 
flash across the back of his thigh. His assailant straightened up like a 
man who has run full speed into a brick wall, but Nick didn’t have 
time to watch him sag to the pavement. He had no intention of 
waiting quietly for the payoff from behind. If, in the opening action, 
the other knife man hadn’t gotten in a shot for fear of hitting his own 
man, that was his bad luck. Only one chance in this league, son. 

Nick faked a lunge at one of the men and as the other braced his 
weight backward to take up the strain, Nick reversed and hit him 
shoulder first. He could feel the man’s teeth give way and the 
maxillary bone snap like a toothpick. Blood spurted from his nose like 
an uncapped oil rig. Then Nick had one arm free and the man was 
down and away. 

They were all pros. They fought silently. No gung-ho, no banzai, 
no curses. The graceful buildings looked down in silence and heard 
only the quick harshness of their breathing, the .scraping of their 
shoes on the pavement and the moaning of one of the fallen men. 
Wilhelmina, Nick thought, as his hand struggled toward the butt of his 
custom Luger. Get that old girl into action and we’ll stop these silly 
games. 

The second knife man danced in and out like a vengeful spirit, 
looking for his opportunity, while Nick wheeled, using the man on his 
arm for protection. The knife joker breathed an indistinct phrase to his 
partners, unintelligible to Nick, but recognizable as one of the many 
Han Chinese dialects. The man on his arm suddenly fired a vicious 
kick at Nick’s groin. In a fraction of a second, Nick turned half around 
and drew one leg up and across in the standard counter to the groin 
kick. Bone met stronger bone and the man stumbled back screaming. 
Then Nick had Wilhelmina out and from then on, he thought, sweet 
reason should prevail, and he would get a few answers. 

The knife man came dancing in again. Nick turned to show him 
the Luger. Then Nick heard two shots and a scream that soared up the 
scale and choked off in a bubbling cough. 


The man with the broken leg lay in a pool of his own blood on the 
sidewalk, having fallen into his partner’s field of fire. The first man 
was crawling across the sidewalk trying to get a clear shot at Nick. 
Nick fired the Luger; the gunman jerked once, shuddered hideously 
and lay still. Nick spun in a low crouch, ready to deal with the 
remaining knife man. It was unnecessary. He was running as fast as 
his legs would take him down the street in the direction of the river. 

Nick rose swiftly, re-holstering the reliable Luger. A shot in the 
back had never been his style. The two dead men lay in widening 
pools of their own blood. The other was equally silent and almost as 
bloody. Nick bent and poked him sharply in the solar plexus; there 
was no reaction. He raised one of the man’s eyelids. The eyes showed 
concussion. Nick was ready to bet that it would be some time before 
he would feel very talkative. Too bad, because Nick was getting 
anxious to hear some answers. 

He realized he was standing around as sole proprietor of two dead 
and one badly mauled thug. And if there was one thing that ran 
Hawk’s blood pressure up fast it was going through channels to 
explain the behavior of his agents and having to apologize for stray 
corpses. 

Nick, giving the carnage a last thoughtful glance, set off at a brisk 
pace toward the crowded gaiety of the Champs-Elysees. 

I only wish, he thought, somebody would tell me the name of the 
game. 


Chapter 2 


THE HAWK TALKS 


“ORYZA SATIVA,” Hawk said. 

Nick furrowed his brows. 

“Sir?” 

“Oryza sativa. The scientific name for cultivated rice, the basic, 
day-in day-out diet of most of the people in the world. Bear with me a 
minute, Nick, I’m still getting this straightened out myself.” 

Nick leaned back in his chair in the empty room and blew smoke 
at the picture-phone image of the iron gray-haired old man in 
Washington to whom he gave all of his allegiance and most of his 
affection. Missing today was the familiar dead cigar, the glint of 
humor in the ice chip eyes. If it weren’t almost sacrilegious to think 
so, he would have thought Hawk was upset. No, not that sparse, tough 
old man whose far-flung intelligence agency AXE covered the earth 
and perhaps, for all Nick knew, boasted a network or two in space by 
now. 

“Tf this is anything big,” Nick said, “I’d better tell you right now 
I’m blown. Blown to hell.” 

“All right,” Hawk snapped, “tell me about it. How’d it happen? 
Quickly, we’ve got a lot to cover.” 

Nick told him. 

Hawk said, “Hmmm. It must have been Johnny Wu. Well, bad luck 
but it doesn’t really matter. Cover isn’t the important thing here.” 

Nick almost fell out of his chair. This one, he thought, really must 
be big. Hawk was hipped on cover the way Billy Mitchell had been on 
air power. To him it was the key to success, and agents were pulled 
back from halfway around the world when Hawk thought the 
opposition was even slightly suspicious. 

“Who’s Johnny Wu?” Nick asked. 

“Tll get to him in a minute,” Hawk said. “Remember that Dutch jet 
that turned up missing last week on a North Atlantic run?” 

“Sure. It went in during a storm. Just disappeared from 
everybody’s radar and radio.” 

“Went in, hell,” Hawk snorted. “It was hijacked. One of our 
domestic over-the-Pole flights spotted the wreckage in Greenland. We 
had our boys up there in nothing flat. The wreckage was rigged to 
look like a crash-and- burn but the whole setup screamed fake.” 

“And,” Hawk went on, “here’s how I know for sure. On that flight 


was Dr. Lin Chang-su who is to microbiology about what Einstein was 
to mathematics. He’s Red China’s top scientist although he’s equally 
noted as a philosopher and poet. And, he was coming over, Nick. The 
passport he used to get on that flight was one I’d had forged for him 
myself. We’d been working on it day and night here in Washington.” 

Nick whistled. 

“How did we get so close to a man that important in the Red 
setup? Next you’ll produce Chairman Mao and inform the world that 
you’ve persuaded him to quit politics and buy into a good Wall Street 
brokerage.” 

Hawk waved away the persiflage. 

“Y’m glad I put you in Paris and Slade in Manila. I wasn’t sure for 
awhile which way we were going to bring him out. Anyway, to 
continue. Dr. Lin is a deeply patriotic man and although a severe critic 
of the regime, they need him badly enough to let him say anything he 
wants. Normally he’d never consider leaving China. However a crisis 
has arisen. 

“Dr. Lin claims that he is on the point of isolating a spore which 
will, when used in such minute quantities as a spoonful in an area’s 
water supply, root out and destroy the fungi that ruin rice crops 
everywhere in the world. This should be an incalculable gift to 
mankind but there’s another side of the coin, Nick. 

“When Dr. Lin finishes’ his work, he will have developed the 
antidote for the wonder spore as well. Which is to say, without going 
into a lot of technical detail, the Peking Government will have in its 
hands an absolutely perfect technique for starving whatever nations 
they choose and at the same time vastly increasing the food supply of 
those nations under their influence. 

“Just imagine being able to control the food of a nation like India 
with its hundreds of millions of people with literally nothing to eat. Or 
Japan or the Philippines or the Southeast Asian countries.” 

Nick did not ask where he fit into the picture. He knew that he was 
about to be told. Hawk withdrew a cigar from his top drawer and lit 
it. He blew a great cloud of smoke and eyed it with satisfaction. 

“First one I’ve had time for today. Would you believe it, Nick?” He 
continued the briefing without waiting for an answer. 

“Dr. Lin is a man on a tightrope. He knows what the regime will do 
with his discovery. Result is he trusts just about nobody. Can’t say as I 
blame him much. 

“T think this distrust of governments is why he attempted to leave 
China without our help. Didn’t want to owe the United States 
anything either. Naturally his attempt failed. What we know of him 
we get through a colleague of his at the World Rice Institute in the 
Philippines. Seems they correspond through a private code they’ve 


developed over the years, based on the formulae of microbiology, 
moves from famous chess matches, lines from old James Cagney 
movies and God knows what all. Filipino’s almost as bright as he is. 

“Code’s almost impossible to crack. It’s been driving the 
cryptography boys and their Univac wild, but the Chicoms can’t figure 
it either. We were working through the guy in the Philippines to help 
Dr. Lin defect. Then the Chinks sent him to a scientific congress in 
Prague last week. At the end of it he managed to shake both his 
Chinese security surveillance and the CIA surveillance before he 
bolted to Paris with his daughter.” 

“His daughter?” 

“Right. Her name’s Kathy Lin. Named after her mother who was an 
American citizen, now dead. She acts as his secretary. He flew out on 
that Dutch jet, but I’m pretty sure she’s still in Paris. We’ve been over 
the passenger manifest on that 707 with a fine tooth comb. She never 
got on that plane.” 

“What happened to Dr. Lin?” Nick asked. “Killed in the crash?” 

“No. That jet was landed safely and then set on fire with most of 
the passengers still in it. 1 happen to know that Dr. Lin was taken off 
and brought back to his lab in the Sinkiang Province under guard. The 
lab’s in Sinkiang for the same reason that their nuclear fission projects 
are there. It’s desert and mountain country and if something goes 
wrong, the repercussions won’t be drastic. With the results they’ve 
been getting in those biology labs a mistake could be very drastic 
indeed. And of course,” Hawk went on, “security in those remote areas 
is a great deal easier.” 

“Dr. Lin is back there now but refusing to do any further work 
until his daughter is returned alive and well. You see, he thinks the 
Chicoms took reprisals against her for his attempted defection. I want 
him to go right on thinking that way and have taken steps to insure 
that he does.” 

A trace of the old humor returned to Hawk’s craggy Visage. 

“The Reds haven’t the slightest idea where she is. They’ve got an 
army of agents crashing around Western Europe trying to find her. 
Trouble is we don’t have any better idea ourselves where to look.” 

“I get it,” Nick said grinning. “I’m scheduled to pull off what the 
devious and cunning agents of the People’s Republic of China have 
failed to do. Find the girl. Then no Kathy, no deadly little bugs from 
Daddy’s workshop.” 

“That’s not the entire story,” Hawk said abruptly, “but your first 
job is to find Dr. Lin’s daughter before the Chinese do. And mind you, 
they’re going to be trying for all they’re worth. The head of their 
operation in Europe is a man called Johnny Wu-Tsung.” 

Hawk selected a picture from a pile of photographs on his desk and 


held it up to the screen. It was the face of a ruggedly handsome 
Oriental. He seemed vaguely familiar but Nick couldn’t quite place 
him. 

“Copies of these are already on their way to you,” Hawk said. 
“You'll get them in tomorrow morning’s pouch. That’s Johnny Wu. He 
lives high and is a devoted ladies’ man—a source of considerable 
embarrassment to the regime which is fiercely puritanical, at least for 
propaganda purposes. Johnny is also a very tough customer. You'll 
find out why when you read his dossier. He has important enemies at 
home but, like Dr. Lin, he gets results so the enemies won’t get far 
until he slips up. Right now he wants Kathy Lin as badly as we do. 
Also, Nick,” watch out for his bodyguard, court jester and procurer of 
women—a sort of idiot-savant he calls Arthur. 

“This next,” Hawk said, exposing a picture of a typically Irish- 
American face,” is Rusty Donovan. He’s on our side, your CIA liaison if 
you need men, munitions or materiel. You’ll meet him at an informal 
reception for a new ambassador. I want you to go because Johnny Wu 
will probably be there. If, as you say, he’s got you spotted, you ought 
to have a look at him.” 

Nick at once wrote off his plans for the theater, after theater and 
after, after theater. The lady would not have been flattered—Nick was 
already feeling the familiar rise of excitement that came when the 
wraps were off and the show was about to start. 

“Remember when you meet Wu that to everyone else, he’s an 
important and genial official hoping to open up trade relations with 
Western Europe. Treat him carefully. He’s been out of town for a few 
days. The time angle figures. It’s ten to one he’s the man who hijacked 
that airplane and murdered about one hundred and fifty people in 
order to bring back one defector.” 

“He sounds right mean,” Nick drawled. “Do we have a file on the 
girl?” 

“Donovan will give you what we’ve got. The Chicoms have one big 
advantage. They know what she looks like and we don’t. There’s one 
other thing that just came in. There’s a French newspaper woman who 
interviewed Lin’s daughter in Prague for a Paris magazine. Her name 
is Dominique St. Martin. It was a human interest angle. The great man 
through his daughter’s eyes, schools in China, et cetera. Apparently 
Kathy Lin trusted her enough to get in touch when she fled to Paris. 
They arranged a rendezvous but the Lin girl never showed up.” 

Hawk looked at Nick and spread his palms. 

“That’s about all I can give you right now, Nick. Good luck.” 


Chapter 3 


A REAL WILD PARTY 


PARIS is like a wicked, witty old courtesan who has managed to 
hang on to her looks and most of her money. She looks kindly upon 
the beautiful and the good but does not trust them very much. It’s the 
perfect town for secret agents, Nick thought, as he nursed a glass of 
expensive champagne. Outwardly it is the city of light and culture, the 
sympathetic haven for the artist and the dreamer. In the buildings 
behind the broad boulevards and graceful gardens, the affairs of the 
world are conducted daily along the principles laid down by an artful 
old Florentine named Niccolo Machiavelli. Nick wondered if there was 
an object lesson to be drawn from the fact that Machiavelli died broke 
and out of office. 

He didn’t pursue the thought. The night was young and there were 
too many good-looking girls here at the party. The French windows 
near him were flung open and below, on the street, the traffic made a 
moving kaleidoscope of colored lights with the Arch of Triumph 
dominating the skyline.. 

Rusty Donovan, the redheaded CIA agent laid his hand on Nick’s 
arm. 

“There he is, N3. Arthur. Wu-Tsung’s number one boy, that 
giggling mass of flesh over there. Wu always sends him in ahead to 
spot trouble.” 

“He isn’t exactly Mr. Adonis,” Nick laughed, “and he doesn’t look 
terribly dangerous.” 

“T know it,” the CIA man replied, “but he wouldn’t be working for 
Johnny Wu if he wasn’t good. The stewardess aboard that 707 
probably thought he was a cute little scientist. Now she’s dead.” 

The fat little figure who was the subject of their conversation had 
apparently decided that the coast was clear. He went out with a vague 
smile on his face and a moment later a small mob of party-goers came 
swirling through the doors. In their midst was a tall, well-dressed, 
broad-shouldered man with his arms around two almost identical 
blonds. 

“That’s our boy, Gentleman Johnny,” Rusty said. “No new faces. 
Same old gang. You’ve got to hand it to him, that’s one Chicom who 
knows how to live.” 

People were crowding around him and Wu called out greetings in 
a well-modulated, cultured voice. Obviously he had made himself 


popular in this set. 

“He doesn’t look too happy tonight,” the CIA man observed. “I 
understand someone did quite a job on a few of his boys earlier 
tonight.” 

“Now how would you know about that so soon?” Nick asked 
casually. 

The CIA man glanced sharply back at him, then laughed. 

“That’s what they pay me for.” 

Nick’s attention was suddenly diverted by a stunning blond who 
came pushing through the crowd toward Johnny Wu’s party. She was 
wearing a black party dress that had cost someone a fortune and her 
long hair fell down to her beautifully tanned shoulders. Nick had no 
doubts. This was the girl in the Mercedes who had fingered him to 
Wu’s hoods. 

The girl threw her arms around Wuw’s neck, then held him at arm’s 
length. 

“Johnny, pet,” Nick heard her say in unaccented English, “where 
have you been keeping yourself? It’s so dull when you’re off on 
business.” 

“Oh no it isn’t,” Nick said to no one in particular. 

He could hear the big man’s laugh, rich and genial, as he 
answered. 

“Not business, my love, pleasure. I ran down to Biarritz for a little 
early yachting and late gambling. Lost a fortune, too. I’m not one of 
your capitalists with unlimited funds.” 

The girl tossed her head disdainfully. 

“Mon Dieu, Johnny. Everybody knows that you keep closets full of 
yen or piastres or whatever they are in that chateau of yours.” 

“Ma joi,” Wu laughed. “This was in good, hard American dollars.” 

“Rusty,” Nick said to the CIA man, “who’s the blond With Johnny 
Wu?” 

“The one in the black dress is Dominique St. Martin, spoiled rich 
kid and sometime freelance journalist.” 

Nick would have quizzed the CIA man longer, but the American 
agent had gotten himself involved with a sultry brunette in a 
Givenchy gown who shot a few of her sexiest looks over Donovan’s 
shoulder at Nick. The Wu group had moved on and the dance floor 
was filling up with wildly gyrating young couples. The noise was 
deafening. 

For the moment it only tickled Nick’s odd sense of humor that the 
best-looking girl in the room—his principal contact in Paris—seemed 
to be firmly entrenched in the enemy camp. Or would bed be the more 
accurate word?- 

It was a good thing, he reflected, that, he had come tonight. The 


knowledge that his contact was up tight with the Chicoms might save 
him sooner or later from walking into a fatal trap. He would have to 
find out more about her—and fast 

In the meantime the conversation of the party flowed around him, 
littering the air with snatches of sentences meaningless to anyone who 
hadn’t paid his club dues and earned a codebook. 

A young matron near him said to another, “Imagine, Marcia, sixty 
francs to watch this young girl make love to a Harley-Davidson 
motorcycle. That was all that happened and the crowd just loved it. I 
must be getting old....” 

A girl with a pale face and severe eye shadow which made her look 
like a particularly malevolent witch from the dark side of the moon 
said, “I met Ernie and Roy at New Jimmy’s last night and my husband 
made the most intolerable scene... .” Someone else said, “Harry’s last 
picture grossed three million the first eight weeks at Radio City, but 
he swears that all his money goes as alimony to the first four... .” And 
somebody said something about the new Chagall at the Met. 

Nick found himself thinking about the job. If St. Martin was 
working for Johnny Wu, he was going to have to move pretty damned 
fast. Hawk had told Nick about the Chinese girl’s attempt to reach St. 
Martin either yesterday or early today. That had given the Chinese a 
full day to get to her. Possibly even now the girl was being smuggled 
out of France bound for China. 

If that were true then Hawk would shoot the works to get her 
back. Then there would be a not so veiy discreet little war between 
two armies of agents. But Hawk wouldn’t like to do that. 

The cunning old man in Washington was not to blame for the fact 
that his beautifully planned operation to steal Dr. Lin from the 
Chinese had failed through no fault of his own. The people that Hawk 
reported to didn’t want to hear about bad breaks. Now Hawk had 
handed him the ball. Once, in a rare mood, while fuming at some 
State Department policy that interfered with Hawk’s plans, Nick had 
heard him snap back into a telephone that he thought American policy 
in Western Europe would be better served by sending N3 over there 
instead of another armored division. Knowing that Nick had 
overheard, Hawk’s humor at Nick’s expense had been particularly 
biting for the following week. 

The brunette with Donovan finally took off in the direction of the 
bar with a final disappointed glance at Nick. Nick turned to the CIA 
man. 

“How well do you know Dominique St. Martin, Rusty?” 

“Just what I read in the columns, sir. I’m just the dirty-faced brat 
of an Irish brakeman on the Pennsylvania Railroad. To get more than 
a glimpse of that chick you’ve got to be somebody very special, like 


the producer of a smash hit movie that’s extremely successful and of 
great artistic merit. Or some other kind of international high roller.” 

“All right, Pll put it this way, Rusty,” Nick said. “What do you 
know about this mission?” 

They were far enough away from any possible eavesdropper for the 
conversation to be secure. 

“Nothing sir, officially. ’m at your disposal twenty-four hours a 
day to provide full CIA liaison and support. Unofficially, well...” 

Fine, Nick thought. You may be brave or very brave. If you know 
anything though, in the end you'll talk if the interrogators know their 
business. And from the dossiers I’ve been reading, they certainly do. 

The cold eyes of the AXEman scanned the redhead. 

“And unofficially, Rusty?” 

The redhead grinned. “I’ve been in this business for awhile, sir. 
Unofficially I know you're a very, very special agent and you only do 
Very, very special jobs. If you decide you want to kill someone you 
don’t have to wire Washington for permission. I know that your 
recommendation or censure after a job is wrapped up can make or 
break an officer assigned to work with you. 

“Secondly, unofficially, I note because I am so perceptive that 
Johnny Wu-Tsung, who is also a very big deal as spies go, is standing 
on the other side of the room. And I’m just cynical enough from 
hanging around the cynical French and the CIA so long to think this is 
not just one of those funny coincidences.” 

The redhead’s grin was infectious and Nick found himself smiling. 

“You just might have something there, Red. In the meantime, I’ve 
got to find out what’s going on between St. Martin and Johnny Wu. 
I’ve got reason to believe she’s working for him.” 

“Dominique St. Martin is too beautiful and too rich to work. A St. 
Martin doesn’t work. They have avocations because it’s the modern 
thing to do. She was elected to her real job, Go-Go Girl of the Year, by 
the fashion magazines and columnists. She drives a Honda motorcycle 
around town or a Mercedes and is seen in all the best spots. She is also 
a pretty fair journalist whenever she gets around to it. But so far, sir,” 
Donovan added, “we’ve never had any reason to link Dominique St. 
Martin with the Wu network in Europe. Of course we don’t know 
everything.” 

The CIA man shrugged. Nick felt his temper rising. Damn it, he 
thought, that’s just what you’re paid to know, everything. 

N3 drove himself mercilessly and tended, at times, to forget that 
other people seldom had the same lightning intelligence and stamina 
that he did. Nevertheless, if Nick were running the Paris Bureau of the 
CIA and a fish like Johnny Wu were swimming around, he’d know the 
name of every girl Wu had winked at and how she liked her toast in 


the morning. 

But since everyone had been caught short on this one, all he said 
to Donovan was, “All right Sometimes you have to go on what you’ve 
got. And you can knock off the ‘sir’ stuff.” 

The band had taken a break. The dancers had resumed their tables 
and he could see Johnny Wu and his party again. A crowd had 
gathered at that table and he saw Dominique rejoining them. Her face 
was set and she looked grim. 

“Do your thing with Johnny, Dominique,” someone said. “There’s a 
Paris Match photographer here. Do you have a gun, Johnny?” 

The deep, masculine voice laughed easily. 

“But, of course, I have a pistol, my dear. Without it I would feel as 
naked as if I had neglected to put on my trousers.” 

“Come on Dominique, hon. How about it?” 

Nick recognized the speaker as one of Wu’s permanent accessory 
blonds, a gal who had been a starlet for too many seasons. 

“Do you have your cigarillos, hon?” the starlet asked. 

Dominique St. Martin nodded slowly...She was staring hard at 
Johnny Wu. He was looking back with a smile that seemed more cruel 
than amused. To Nick’s professional eye, the two did not seem as 
friendly as they had fifteen minutes ago. Rusty’s elbow dug Nick’s ribs. 

“Watch this,” the CIA man said. 

“Perhaps Mademoiselle St. Martin isn’t feeling up to it this 
evening,” Wu suggested. His voice was suave with the hint of a sneer. 
Nick knew without having to be told that the blond girl was being 
drawn into something she didn’t want to do. 

“You aren’t copping out on us?” the starlet squealed. 

St. Martin was now definitely pale beneath her tan. 

“You’re feeling reckless tonight, Josephine,” she drawled to the 
starlet. “I’d be glad to let you understudy me.” 

“Tm not the fabulous Dominique St. Martin, though,” 

was the tart reply. The photographer turned the balance. 

“Come on Dominique, cherie. I know they’ll run the picture. Be a 
sport.” 

The girl suddenly straightened up, her head high. 

“Oh, hell, all right. I hope you’re feeling accurate tonight, Buster,” 
she snapped at the big Chinese. 

“But Dominique,” he laughed, “you know I always put the bullet 
exactly where I want it.” The French girl turned without another word 
and stalked about thirty paces down the room. She had the insouciant 
walk of the professional performer, drawing all eyes to the perfectly 
rounded rear end, the long legs and the high breasts. The people at 
that end of the room promptly scrambled for safety. A waiter provided 
a large board as a backstop. Johnny Wu drew his revolver and spun 


the chamber examining it. Dominique took a small Danish cigar out of 
a pack, lit it and put it in her mouth as if she hadn’t a-care in the 
world. There was a smattering of applause. 

If I let my only contact on this mission be shot in the head by the 
Chinese spymaster before my very eyes, Nick thought, I’m going to 
look like the greatest damn fool in six continents. He took a step 
forward. He wasn’t quite sure what he was going to do to break up 
this game. Challenge Wu to shoot nickels off the end of his nose! 
Something... 

Rusty laid a detaining hand on his arm. Apparently reading Nick’s 
thoughts, he said, “Don’t worry. Wu never misses.” 

“Like hell,” Nick said. “That girl is frightened witless.” 

He was too late anyway. Part of the act seemed to ‘be the surprise 
opening. One second Wu was standing with his head bent down 
fussing with his weapon, the next moment he had snapped it up and 
fired practically without looking. 

The head was off Dominique’s cigarillo and the crowd was 
applauding. Twice more he fired while the photographer dodged 
around the room taking pictures. Now there was nothing left but the 
shred of a cigarillo hanging from the girl’s lips. Johnny Wu raised his 
hand, peered down the barrel of the revolver, then lowered the 
weapon. 

“Hold steady please, mademoiselle,” he said and his voice was 
taunting. Nick decided at that point that he didn’t care very much for 
Johnny Wu on a personal as well as a professional basis. 

“Lay off the brandy, Johnny lad, and your aim will improve,” she 
cracked back replacing the shred of cigar in her lips. The big Chinese 
waited a long time before making his shot. Then the crack of the pistol 
splintered the silence of the hall. The shred of cigarillo was still in the 
girl’s lips. He had missed. 

“T think that’s enough for tonight,” she said and came back down 
the hall. “Remember the Agreement. If you miss to the good you send 
me a case of Piper Heidsieck. If you miss to the bad you send lilies of 
the valley.” 

Nick, watching her closely, saw her hand shaking as she drank a 
glass of champagne and reached for a second one. 

“Now let’s everybody go upstairs and watch the scheduled 
fireworks,” she cracked. The people were already drifting off in that 
direction. 

“What’s going on upstairs?” Nick asked the CIA man. 

“Antonio Di Svorsa, the season’s most fashionable Sculptor, is 
presenting his latest work. It will blow itself up before the eyes of the 
onlookers—symbolic of something terribly important. I’ve forgotten 
just what.” 


Nick nodded. He was not very interested. 
“T think I had better have a little talk with Mademoiselle St. Martin 
before anything else happens.” 


Chapter 4 


FINE AND DESTRUCTIVE ART 


NICK MOVED easily through the crowd after the St. Martin girl. He 
had seen her mounting the wide carpeted stairs. His bulk and easy, 
athletic movements caused the men to give way in his path and the 
eyes of women to follow him. He was just too damn big and too 
strikingly good looking not to be conspicuous. A few girls greeted him 
and asked if they hadn’t bumped into each other before. Nick smiled 
gently at each and disengaged himself, reminding himself that he was 
here on business. 

Nick’s back was turned but Rusty Donovan was watching. Johnny 
Wu was standing beside his table and his eyes, too, were riveted on 
Nick’s broad back. Donovan saw him confer with Arthur and saw the 
little man hurry out of the room after Nick. 

Watching Wu, the CIA man thought, when those two have a 
showdown, it’s going to be a good one. I hope I get to see it. Donovan 
knew Wu’s dossier as well as Nick’s. Son of a Moslem warlord in 
Shensi Province and a _ half-Russian mother, Wu had been an 
experienced combat commander at seventeen. Personal friends with 
Mao and Chou. When the Reds took over Shensi he joined them and 
fought the Kuomintang and the Japanese for reasons perhaps 
ideologic and perhaps opportunistic. Graduate courses in NKVD 
torture methods in Russia. Once went four rounds, to a draw against 
Georges La-pierre in a society boxing show in Paris. 

Of course, Donovan reflected, N3 was first string too. He liked the 
way Nick handled himself. When the showdown came he wasn’t sure 
where his money would ride. 

In the meantime, Nick had reached the penthouse. The crowd was 
gathering around a bulky object draped with canvas out on the 
terrace. Nick’s eyes scanned the growing knot of affluent pleasure 
seekers for a revealing swath of yellow hair. He found her almost at 
once. The long-legged blond wasn’t with the group listening to the 
sculptor explain his theories. She was in a small alcove next to a 
service bar for the roof garden, and she seemed highly upset. The 
contents of her pocketbook were spread on a table, and she was 
searching through them as she replaced them in her purse with a 
growing tension that Nick couldn’t fail to notice at once. He decided 
to strike while she was still off balance. 

“Pardon, mademoiselle, dites-moi . . he began in fluent French. “Is 


it not possible that we have met before?” 

The girl turned with an impatient frown. When she saw Nick, the 
frown turned to a flicker of pure terror before she regained her poise. 

“Please do not interrupt me right now. I’m terribly busy as you can 
see.” The girl’s voice was chilly as the first frost. 

“Perhaps it was Portofino last season? No, I am mistaken. It was of 
course Monaco.” 

Nick awarded her a certain amount of points for the persuasiveness 
of her bluff. His tone was the relaxed good humor of a wealthy and 
attractive man who thinks he has found the infallible line with a 
particularly attractive girl. But his eyes registered something else—the 
eyes were as cold and cruel as the Greenland glacier where Wu had 
sent one hundred and fifty human, beings to their deaths. 

“Or could it have been so recently as five hours ago near the 
Champs-Elysees,” Nick said flatly. 

Dominique St. Martin’s smile matched his own. To anyone 
watching they would have appeared two handsome people meeting 
again at an otherwise dull party. But Nick had seen the fright in her 
eyes before she had forced it down and replaced it with the polite 
mask of the international socialite. And he didn’t think Mlle. St. Martin 
was a girl who frightened easily. 

Now her eyes were going over him, summing him up. Nick fought 
down the attraction he felt running between them with all his 
professional dispassion. The world was full of lovely women, and 
there were those who said that Nick Carter had set out on a one-man 
crusade to disprove the old saying that you can’t love ‘em all. But 
there was something about this one that you rarely encountered. Some 
hint of the full-blooded animal that was all the more provocative for 
the patina of sophistication. 

Which, Nick thought calmly, was just too damn bad because before 
this night was over he might be forced to do things to this girl that no 
normal man would ever be forced to imagine. Of course if she talked 
early it would be easier on both of them. Causing pain was not how 
Nick got his kicks. If she talked, he would be spared those hours that 
come in the early morning and destroy sleep for many nights after 
such a session. 

But, he thought, little rich girls with time on their hands should 
avoid international intrigue. The first rule was if you can’t stand the 
heat stay out of the kitchen. 

Her poise was remarkable. She laughed. 

“Ah, Monsieur Carter. Am I not a magnificent prostitute?” 

The sea green eyes held depths of mirth unfathomable and her 
head went back when she delivered her laugh, clear, throaty and very 
sexy. 


“T tell you this in confidence. I was born for the stage tut of course 
my parents ruled it out of the question.” 

“Tm flattered that you know my name,” Nick said courteously. 
Like hell I am, he thought. “I’m flattered but I am also worried,” Nick 
said, “knowing you can be such a dangerous privilege.” 

“A great magnificent animal like you? There is something about 
you that suggests that danger is no stranger’ to you. Besides,” she said 
widening her eyes and going very French with a little wide-eyed pout, 
“if you are not the adventurous sort, you ought to pay your gambling 
debts. Especially when you play with such a fellow as Johnny Wu, 
n’est-ce pas?” 

Her green eyes challenged him. Nick decided to drop it. If that was 
her story it couldn’t be checked right now. He signaled a passing 
waiter, and with a flick of his hand too practiced to be detected, he 
dropped the old Mickey Finn into one of the foaming glasses and 
presented it to her. 

“T forgive you,” he said blandly. “Let us drink to all gamblers.” 

She shook her head but her smile was amused. “Cheri, I couldn’t 
possibly...” 

“But I insist,” Nick said and his wintry eyes locked her glance into 
his. The idea was a little crude perhaps but it ought to work. He 
would, have to manhandle her down the elevator. My date has had a 
little too much champagne, c’est tout. The poor dear forgot to eat 
supper. She will be fine when we get out into the air. If anybody 
wanted to make something of it that could be handled too. 

“Well,” she said tentatively, “I guess there’s always time for one 
more drink, isn’t there?” She raised the golden, sparkling liquid to her 
lips. Nick raised his glass to hers, and in doing so his eyes rested for a 
moment on the small back bar mirror. Observing them without the 
slightest trace of his famous merriment was Johnny Wuw’s portly little 
honcho, Arthur. He made no move to approach them. 

Nick didn’t know what kind of thieves’ falling out she may have 
had with the Chicoms. That was partly what he wanted to find out, if 
he could just get her to drink that damned champagne. 

Her great green eyes held his and now the glass was poised at 
those generous coral lips. 

“Cheers,” Nick said briefly and drank immediately, Willing the girl 
to follow suit. 

And at that moment the lights went out. The statue had been 
unveiled. Nick cursed under his breath, a string of the foulest oaths he 
had been able to pick up in years spent in the world’s foulest spots 
among some of the world’s foulest people. In another split second she 
would have swallowed the Mickey. 

He heard her laughing in the darkness. “Fate does not seem to 


want us to be friends, Monsieur Carter.” 

Colored lights of many hues now illuminated the roof. The Statue 
itself was moving in some involved series of figures and emitting a 
series of gurglings and minor explosions. People were laughing and 
cheering and calling out comments of a decidedly bawdy nature. 

An amplified voice could be heard intoning portentously over the 
noises of the explosions. 

“Decline and fall...” the metallic voice moaned. “The golden bowl 
is broken at the fountain and the silver cord is rent. The Barbarian 
lurks at the gates... .” 

“Better listen to him, baby,” Nick chuckled. “He just said a 
mouthful.” He started toward the girl in the weird glare of the 
spotlights. 

Then Nick heard glass shatter. Not out on the terrace but here 
beside him. It was the back bar mirror. Nick heard the rest of the 
shots, the three vicious little crump, crump, crump noises of the 
muffled pistols. 

Across the room a voice whispered rapidly in French, “Don’t use 
your flashlight until you’re sure of your target. It’ll bring the whole 
place down on us.” 

Nick lay under one of the small tables. In one hand was 
Wilhelmina, the Luger, cleared for action. In his other, was a furious 
Dominique St. Martin, who struggled violently against his grip. She 
might as well have tried to move a block of iron. Her hair brushed his 
face and the scent of her perfume drifted up to him. Nick wasn’t 
exactly overwhelmed by the intimacy. 

“Your friends are pretty stupid pulling a clumsy caper like this,” he 
growled into the delicate ear next to his lips. “Tell Johnny Wu for me 
that if he can’t think up something better than this, he ought to stick 
to shaking down Mongolian peasants and leave the big boys alone.” 

He laughed to rub in it. St. Martin squirmed more wildly than 
before. Then she tried to bite him with those strong, well-cared-for 
teeth. Nick shoved his rocklike forearm farther in her mouth until she 
couldn’t achieve any leverage with her jaws and let her bite away. 

Nick laughed again and the gunmen fired blindly at the sound of 
the laughter. Which made Nick laugh some more. 

“Mon Dieu,” the girl gasped beside him. “You are insane.” 

Nick decided that he was sitting pretty. He had the girl and he had 
managed to get the Chicoms to commit themselves to an idiotic 
impromptu which would probably cause them a few unpleasant 
repercussions. 

Not that he thought they were idiots. Underestimating an opponent 
usually ended up in a one-way trip to the cemetery. But it wouldn’t 
hurt to make them mad. They might get flustered and do something 


stupid and hasty. 

A shot crumped into the wood of his table and Nick decided it was 
time to move. As soon as they stopped shooting wildly, he’d be in 
trouble. The clamor of the party and fulminations of the Great Auto- 
destructive Sculpture Symbol Number Four by Antonio Di Svorsa 
should cover the sound of his movements nicely. Nick, moving at a 
low crawl to another part of the alcove, heard the bullets crunching 
into the table he had just abandoned. One rigid arm carried the St. 
Martin girl against her will, the way a swimmer draws a panic- 
stricken victim through the water. 

He heard the sounds of the muffled shots, closer this time. They 
were staying right with him. Then another sound was heard. It was a 
British accent and the owner of the accent was very, very drunk. 

“T say, Millicent,” the voice complained. “There appears to be a 
gang war going on in here.” A monumental hiccup interrupted the 
speaker. “Dash it, Millie dear...” 

“Silence that fool quickly,” Nick heard a more sober voice 
command. Footsteps went quickly across the room. 

The drunk’s voice was heard again, more querulous this time, 
“This is all highly irregular. Not New York or Chicago you know ...” 
Nick heard a nasty thud and a muffled groan from the direction of the 
Englishman, then silence. Nick chuckled. Who would believe him 
tomorrow when the poor fellow claimed that the cause of his 
headache had been gun-fighting Chinese spies? The battle situation 
had changed. Not knowing whom he might hit, Nick was not free to 
use the Luger. If he wanted to get out he would have to outline 
himself against the sky. With St. Martin as baggage, he wouldn’t be 
able to move fast enough anyhow. 

She lay beside him suspiciously subdued. The steps of the gunmen 
were getting too damn close. In another instant they would find him. 
Then there would be one final soft crump from a silenced weapon and 
that would be it. 

Suddenly, the sky erupted into a red glow. Explosion followed 
explosion in mounting crescendo. Di Svorsa’s Great Auto-destruct was 
going out like a champ. 

In the red glare, Nick saw his pursuers for a moment. He gathered 
himself silently, tensed to spring. Now he could hear a man’s excited 
breathing. Hugo, the stiletto, slid easily into his hand, an extension of 
his arm. Nick had the distance judged to a fraction of an inch. When 
the man was almost touching him, he rose and thrust in one terrible 
swift motion, deadly as lightning. The stiletto slid smoothly in 
between the ribs, and Nick heard the agonized release of the man’s 
last breath as he sagged down over Nick’s arm. 

“Li-sung?” a voice nearby whispered. 


“He’s all yours, baby,” Nick said and shoved the dead thug in the 
direction of the voice. There was a thud as they met and a muffled 
pistol went off in a random shot. Nick sprang at the noise like a cat on 
a sparrow. He took the other assailant by the hair and drove the knife 
into him as hard as he could. He hoped one of them was Arthur or 
Johnny Wu but he knew by the feel of the man that he was neither of 
the Chinese brass. 

Then he swiftly turned for Dominique St. Martin. Quick as it had 
all been, he was too late. She was gone. 


Chapter 5 


NO HIDING PLACE 


NICK WASTED little time groping around in the dark for the long- 
legged French girl. She’d been lying there waiting for a break and took 
it the second it came. Fortunes of war! Well, she couldn’t have gotten 
far. Nick was faced with the decision of either going after her down 
the elevator or searching for her here at the party. This last would be 
an almost hopeless task. The dying explosions and fading light of the 
now-ruined sculpture made the scene in the penthouse and on the 
terrace closely resemble the retreat from Moscow—and things were 
just about as confused. 

The girl had already proven that she had the nerve of a 
safecracker. He wouldn’t have put it past her to stay right here at the 
party and mingle with the crowd. 

Nick decided to go down and cover the entrance until she came 
out. It wasn’t going to make any difference if she was escorted by Le 
Grand Charles and a troop of the Republican Guard; Nick was 
determined to interrogate her before the night was through. But at 
that moment he saw something that made him change his mind, 
temporarily. 

At the edge of the parapet, eleven stories above the glittering 
Champs-Elysees, three figures strained in grim silhouette. To Nick’s 
trained eye the name of the game was clear. Defenestration. The hoary 
old technique of shoving a member of the opposition from some 
convenient high place. Quick and easy if done properly and no one 
ever knows for sure whether the victim fell or was pushed. The 
shovers won’t talk and the shoved can’t. 

Nick moved with quick, deft steps through the confused crowd and 
came up with the stealthy power of a night-marauding jungle animal 
towards the struggling assassins. He had fifteen feet to cross when he 
knew he was too late. The victim had already been swept off his feet, 
poised at the. ledge, then given a ferocious shove. 

Nick knew that the victim was Rusty, the wisecracking young 
redhead from the CIA. For a moment his anger at Donovan for 
allowing such a tiling to happen to him abated. Rusty was a good kid 
and that was a hell of a way to go. Then his professional instincts 
returned and Nick contemplated the situation coldly. Nick’s presence 
must be endangering something pretty important to provoke all this 
hasty violence. Rusty’s survival was Rusty’s problem. The man they 


called Killmaster was not a wetnurse for all-American boys. 

The hoods who had sent Rusty on his hideous journey were 
already melting into the crowd. Nick let them go. He was after the 
girl, and really shouldn’t have Stopped to come to the CIA man’s 
assistance, 

He shot a fast glance over the parapet down to the brightly lit 
avenue and his luck was exceptional. 

Hie girl was down on the street. He could see her standing at the 
edge of the traffic, hoping for a chance to get through. Then she 
darted out into the stream of swiftly moving vehicles, her hands 
waving the oncoming drivers back. She ran like some swivel-hipped, 
golden-headed halfback through the swirling stream of lights. 

Nick could see her on the other side making for a brightly lit 
garage, half a block down the street. Fine. Nick’s transportation was 
parked at the curb almost next door. A routine precaution but it meant 
that he wouldn’t have to wait for some sleepy attendant to find his car 
and shuffle half a dozen others when he wanted it in a hurry. He 
turned to leave. 

Then below him he heard a grating whisper. 

Nick looked down. There on the first setback stood a badly mussed 
Irishman. Two feet to the other side and there would have been* a 
horrified crowd gathering to see what had hit the sidewalk. 

With a sigh of relief Nick laughed. “You’re not much service to 
your government down there, Donovan.” 

“How the hell do I get back up?” the CIA man stage Whispered. 
‘The window here is locked.?’ 

“Tm afraid you'll have to figure that one out for yourself, Rusty. I 
have urgent business with Mlle. St. Martin. P’ll see what I can do but I 
have to get out of here. Glad to see you’re still operational.” 

At that moment the lights were restored. There was a short hiatus 
while the well-dressed men and women stood blinking and the 
sculpture spluttered away to silence. Nick headed for the elevator. On 
his way he Stopped a passing waiter. 

“On the other side of that parapet you will find a gentleman who 
would now like to rejoin the party. Be so good as to procure for him a 
ladder,” Nick said in his most formal French and pressed some franc 
notes into the hand of the astonished garcon. He then took the 
elevator to the street. By the time he reached the ground floor, he had 
forgotten all about Donovan and his brush with death. 

Each side had scored some points and lost some tonight, like two 
well-conditioned fighters in the early rounds of a bout trying out each 
other’s styles: Nick knew that if he could keep the pressure on and 
force the pace, the Chicoms would have to do things for which they, 
were not prepared. Then Killmaster would hit that weak spot with the 


lethal power of an axe breaking kindling. That was his job. He was 
trained as a human Weapon, the blade of AXE. 

On the street, he fired up the XK-E Jaguar which he had drawn 
from the AXE depot. It surged into full-throated life at the first touch 
of the starter and settled down to a steady roar as he let up on the gas. 

He didn’t have long to wait. He had just gotten a cigarette going 
and relaxed behind the wheel—a hard-faced man lounging in his 
sports car in the pleasant spring evening—when he saw the Mercedes 
piloted by Dominique St. Martin come jouncing down the garage ramp 
to the street, the motor loud in first gear and going too fast. She had 
to hit the brakes hard to avoid a passing pedestrian. Then she swung 
out onto the road, picking up speed in the direction of the Place de la 
Concorde. Nick skillfully eased the XK-E out into the traffic and 
cruised in back of another vehicle—one that he could pass on either 
side if the girl spotted him and tried anything cute. 

Fortunately she was moving a good bit faster than the flow of 
traffic. Nick’s Jag was partially race tuned and didn’t like the low gear 
driving. It took all of his driving skill to keep the motor from stalling 
in traffic. Then Dominique caught a light and accelerated hard. Nick 
came out from behind the Peugeot like a moray eel out of a hole—his 
reaction time an unmeasurable fraction of a second. He shot through 
the fight on the turn, accelerating behind her as they came to an area 
clear of traffic. Behind him he heard the angry tooting of the Peugeot 
whose driver he had probably startled out of a year’s growth. The 
young trees and city lights became blurs in his peripheral vision as he 
picked up speed and concentrated on Dominique’s car. 

At the Rond-Point she signaled a left turn, then cut sharply right, 
the rear end of the Mercedes fishtailing dangerously. Then she had it 
back under control and they were both accelerating madly past the 
looming shadowy bulk of the Grand Palais and merging into the 
openness of the wide Alexandre III Bridge. 

There wasn’t much question that she now knew she had a tail. A 
gendarme, white kepied, white gloved, danced into the road whistling 
furiously at her taillights, and danced back still blowing furiously on 
his whistle as Nick went screaming by after her. Together they crossed 
the bridge, maintaining the same distance, and then she surprised 
him. 

As they crossed the bridge the traffic light turned red. Nick braked 
sharply planning to roll up beside her but she didn’t stop. Instead she 
stood on the brakes and tried for the turn. It didn’t work—she was 
moving too fast. The maneuver could easily have cost her her life. 

Nick heard the scream of tortured rubber and the shriek of brakes 
as other cars jammed to panic stops. He saw the little Mercedes 
drifting fast sideways with a hard list to port ... on the edge of 


flipping over. He heard the clunk of metal as her rear fender struck 
the fender of a car parked on the other side of the light. He could see 
her hair streaming out behind her as she fought the car back in the 
opposite direction. While the rest of the traffic was settling down to 
swear at her, the crazy young woman in the expensive car slammed 
the Mercedes back into first, and took off into her turn with a rending 
of metal as she pulled away from the car she had struck. 

Nick spun his stalled engine. It was now too late to do anything 
until the hopelessly tangled traffic managed to untangle itself. He 
could see her taillights dwindling down one of the river quais. Nick 
fumed as he lost more than a minute edging up over the curb past the 
screaming owner of a stalled DKW who cursed all the rich who had 
nothing better to do than jeopardize the lives of honest Frenchmen. 
Nick could just make out her lights in the distance. 

The Jag picked up speed as Nick ran down the river road under the 
blue shadows of the overhanging trees, where the great skeleton of the 
Eiffel Tower thrust darkly against the dark night sky. He saw her 
lights again as she recrossed the river. She was moving briskly enough 
but not with the suicidal speed she had shown earlier. Perhaps she 
thought she had lost her tail. Or perhaps her smashup had sobered 
her. 

Nick decided to hang back a little. He wouldn’t learn much if he 
scared her into killing herself. Nick was familiar enough with the city 
to have a fair idea where she was headed. They were on the Right 
Bank now, headed toward the Porte de Saint-Cloud. In second gear the 
Jag rumbled down into the tunnel that opened on the Versailles road. 
He could see her just emerging at the other end. His hare was dashing 
for open country, trusting in the speed of her car to leave the hounds 
behind. Her mistake. Nick grinned. He knew his Jag could haul down 
any standard model Mercedes-Benz ever built. 

Nick decided he would take her in the Versailles woods where the 
road was wide and dark. She was making a good 110 MPH down the 
wide new road and pushing for more. The forest was dark on either 
side. Nick touched the gas lightly and the Jag leaped forward. The 
wind beat cold around his ears as he watched the tach and 
speedometer climb. He held it around 135 MPH and came roaring up 
on her until perhaps fifteen inches separated the two hurtling vehicles. 

Fear was scrawled in hard lines on the white blur of her face. But 
she had one more trick left. 

Nick saw the exit road at almost the same moment she did but he 
was going too fast. He hit the brakes hard. He had to. If he had tried 
to power through that corner, he would have rolled off the road and 
gone bouncing through the woods like a great metallic tennis ball. He 
could feel the Jag floating off to the left and wondered dispassionately 


whether he was going to make it after all. But he controlled the drift 
as he was going down through the gears and then accelerated out of 
the turn.. She had picked up a little time on him. He saw her lights 
moving fast between the trees that lined the winding secondary road. 

Viciously he gunned the Jag, sweeping through another turn, the 
roar of his motor splitting the silence of the countryside. Ahead of him 
the lights of her Mercedes flitted like fireflies through the night. 

The road had straightened momentarily, but the configuration of 
the trees warned Nick of the nasty little S bend up ahead that 
European road builders delight in tacking on to the end of their 
straightaways. Nick braked sharply, double clutching as he shifted 
down—like a veteran Grand Prix driver—and took the first corner at 
no more than thirty. This was still a little too fast for the cramped 
turn, but he came out smoothly in full control of his vehicle. 

The girl was not so lucky. Nick saw her ahead of him, all over the 
road as she kept overcorrecting in an attempt to keep the Mercedes 
upright. Then her luck ran out entirely. She had barely regained 
control of her car as the road twisted sharply onto an old, high-arched 
stone bridge. He knew then that she wasn’t going to make it. She must 
have been doing at least fifty—-which was just too fast. She tried 
accelerating and Nick saw the beginning of a power slide as the little 
silver car left the road entirely and went bouncing down over the 
bank, tearing through brush and small trees. Then he heard the 
metallic splash as the car hit the water hard. 

Nick braked to a stop in the middle of the bridge. He could see the 
torn rear end of the Mercedes glinting dimly beneath the turbulent 
surface of the water. His eyes scanned the bank. She hadn’t been 
thrown clear. She was trapped down there in the cold black water. 

He was out of his clothes in seconds. He disposed of his buttons by 
ripping the shirt off in a single neat motion. For a moment he stood 
naked, poised on the rail of the bridge, making a final judgment of his 
target. Then he cut the air in a clean, straight dive. The dark water 
came up to meet him. 

The cold of the water, rich with melted snow, closed around him, 
shooting fierce tendrils of pain up to his brain, a cold burning like a 
strange fire. It was a different world, where Nick was no longer the 
swift sure animal of the surface but a clumsy alien, ill equipped for 
survival. 

But his judgment had been sure. Already the strong current swept 
him up against the metal of the door, and as he caught hold and 
reached forward, he felt the sodden strands of her hair curl around his 
fingers like seaweed. The girl was still conscious or had been revived 
by the icy water. She hadn’t been in for a full minute yet. He could 
feel her making feeble efforts to escape against the pull of the current 


that threatened to hold her there forever. 

Methodically, conserving his energy and breath, Nick worked 
himself into the back seat of the car and braced. Then he took the girl 
under the arms and with the strength of his back and shoulders, 
strained to lift her free of the steering column and wheel. The effort 
against the water was almost too much. Nick held his breath until the 
blood pounded noisily in his ears and his brain seemed to be changing 
into a torture chamber of pure light and heat. Still he hung on while 
the blaze in his head expanded into a ghastly sun cf unworldly 
brilliance. Then he felt her come clear. 

They ascended through the water as if in an eerie dream, through 
cold regions of alien landscape. A long time, much later it seemed, 
their heads broke water and Nick floated with the girl in his arms, 
sucking in great lungfuls of the sweet French air. 

He rested for another moment. Then with a few strong strokes he 
made for the near bank. He grasped the overhanging branch of a 
budding willow, secured a foothold and carried her up the grassy bank 
to place her gently on the ground. Already she was coughing up water 
and her breath was unsteady as she fought for air. He walked back to 
the Jag and withdrew an old army blanket from the trunk and 
returned to where the girl lay in the grass. 

With a casual hand, Nick took the expensive party dress by the 
bodice and tore it away from her body. He did the same with the 
flimsy undergarments. When she was completely naked, he picked her 
up and laid her lightly on the blanket. Using the corners of the 
blanket, he dried her off, rubbing vigorously to restore the circulation, 
ignoring as well as he could the long firm legs, the tight flat belly and 
the spilling softness of her beautifully modeled breasts. When she 
moaned and fluttered her eyes, he wrapped the blanket around her 
and walked back to the edge of the stream. 

One thing about being in condition, Nick thought, it allowed you 
to bounce right back. A month or so ago he had never thought that he 
would think kindly of the tanned men who had shoved a hundred- 
pound pack of rocks across a counter at him and ordered him on a 
fifty-mile hill climb under the brain-frying sun of the American desert 
while they relaxed in the shade of the instructors’ building with beer 
and cigarettes. But he thanked them now, for this time the dive wasn’t 
difficult at all. 

Her purse had fallen to the firewall and lay jammed against the 
carpeting in the corner. He found it on the first dive. He was lying 
naked on one elbow working methodically through the sodden 
contents when she stirred. Nick glanced at her. She was appraising 
him with open, level eyes. 

Then she smiled. 


“You will find nothing, my nude cavalier,” she said in English. 


Chapter 6 


WHO IS DOMINIQUE? 


DOMINIQUE had the face of a Botticelli Virgin, the poise of a high- 
stakes poker player and the thirst for life of a Renaissance adventurer. 
With those qualities, it helps to be born, wealthy—and she had 
managed to do just that. She was a law unto herself, which meant that 
she was not a woman for every man. Nick, who was by no means 
every man, shared most of these qualities With a few more in 
addition. He had understood her at once. They had lain naked for an 
hour beside each other on the soggy blanket and talked. By the end of 
the hour they were as easy together as old lovers. 

Now Nick piloted the Jag thoughtfully down the quiet, well-lit 
street of the wealthy residential district where she lived. Nothing 
sexual had happened there on the bank. But now he was taking her 
home to make love to her. It was unstated but mutually clear. 

She sat beside him smoking and giving casual directions as they 
rolled through the empty streets. True to the fashion of French girls, 
she had managed to make something, chic out of the old army 
blanket. Perhaps it was the incongruity of the long full legs that 
extended, goose-pimpled, from the rough cloth of the blanket— which 
managed to cover only a minimum of her soft curves as her supple 
body relaxed in the seat—but somehow, drenched and cold, she 
looked more alluring than she had in the Balenciaga gown which he 
had so roughly divested her of earlier. Together they looked like a 
handsome young couple on a casual date who had ended up by 
getting caught in the rain. 

As he drove Nick was silent, mulling over the things she had told 
him. The big news was that Kathy Lin, hiding in-Paris, had scheduled 
another meeting with Dominique for the day after tomorrow in the 
crowded market district. She seemed to have a talent for arranging her 
rendezvous in places where she could melt into a huge crowd in case 
of trouble. Dominique had casually mentioned the first meeting to 
Johnny Wu but the girl never kept the appointment. Since then she 
noticed that her office and home had been searched in her absence 
but she never suspected Johnny Wu because he had been out of town. 

When she found that her pocketbook had been taken from the 
checkroom at the party and the Lin girl’s message removed, she 
realized that only Johnny Wu or his men could have done it. This 
accounted for the sudden coldness between Dominique and Wu at the 


party and also for her flight from Nick. She understood by then that’ 
she was playing with fire and assumed that the bullets on the roof had 
her name written on them. She told the story well with a great deal of 
irony at her own gullibility and confusion. 

Nick knew he liked her. Now he had to decide whether or not he 
believed her. 

Dominique reached across and let her fingers rest lightly as a 
caress on the satin-smooth skin of Nick’s upper arm where the muscle 
underneath was as hard as a steel cable. 

“Voici, Nick,” she said. “You can park here safely. Johnny Wu 
doesn’t know this car.” 

Her eyes ranged swiftly over his muscled shoulders and strong 
arms, crammed into the ruined dress shirt with the rolled-up sleeves. 

“Eh, bien, I can see that you do not, perhaps, entirely believe in 
me.” Her voice was kind and the corners of her eyes crinkled softly. 
“With such a one as you it would be always war first and peace later.” 

Nick guided the beautifully turned racing machine skillfully into a 
parking place beneath the trees at the curb. 

“T still think you’re dangerous to know, baby,” he said and flashed 
his hard, quizzical grin. Her laughter was low and contented but she 
didn’t answer him. 

Nick caught the scent of river water before he saw it. He followed 
her along the cobbled sidewalk to stairs that descended steeply to a 
pier at the water’s edge. Her bare feet left wet prints on the steps and 
her full womanly rear end rolled smoothly under the blanket cinched 
around her waist. On the pier she took his arm. Nick felt the long nails 
dig into his forearm just a little harder than was absolutely necessary. 

“Be careful, Nick. The workmen leave ropes and things lying 
everywhere.” 

They crossed a short gangplank to a trim-looking houseboat with 
plate glass picture windows set on an old barge. Dominique dug in her 
purse for the keys while maintaining a running chatter. 

“It is not good that a girl of my age who is working should live 
with her parents, especially if she is a journalist. And besides one can 
sit here on a misty morning and think about the error of one’s ways 
and make plans for new errors.” She looked up at him smiling and 
said in a different, softer tone, “It is not easy for me to thank anyone 
but...” 

She let that hang too and reached up and pulled Nick’s head down 
to her mouth. He could feel her nails digging into his scalp through 
the tight curls of his hair, and the soft pressure of her lips gave way to 
wide invitation to enter and explore. Her tongue was a darting, living 
thing with an intercourse of its own as she stretched toward him. 
Nick’s great hands slipped under the blanket to the small hard waist 


and then to the full animal haunches. The jury-rigged costume slowly 
gave way. He pulled her to him, feeling the full young, hard-tipped 
breasts surging against the rigid pectoral muscles of his chest where 
the buttonless shirt stretched wide. 

Her legs seemed to give way under her. She fell back against the 
door and her flat belly drove up to meet his manhood, separated only 
by a thin layer of cloth. Then the blanket gave way altogether and this 
restored them both to their senses. 

“Perhaps,” she said, humor dancing in her eyes, “it is better if we 
go inside.” She gathered the blanket around her. 

“Perhaps we might,” Nick said grinning back.. His big hands did 
not take leave of her at once. He was impelled to take her here on the 
wet wood of the old barge. It might be a little hard on the lady, he 
thought wryly. He might have known beneath her go-to-hell 
recklessness and fashion-model poise, Dominique was possessed of a 
volcanic nature. 

She led Nick inside and switched on the lights. 

“Wait here, Nick. I will get my first message from Dr. Lin’s 
daughter Kathy.” She disappeared into the bedroom and Nick sank 
onto a newly upholstered 17th-century sofa. 

Things must be good in the journalism racket, he thought. The 
wall-to-wall carpeting was deep enough to graze sheep. The draperies, 
he noted with the professional’s eye for detail, wouldn’t be out of 
place at Versailles. The furniture was mostly-17th and 18th century 
and gave off the soft glow of the well-cared-for antique. He noted a 
framed Cocteau on one wall and a very small Picasso on another. 

Dominique returned with a telegram in her hand, the blanket still 
clutched haphazardly around her. Nick let it be seen that he admired 
the view and Dominique let the blanket slip with a sensual little half 
smile as she handed him the telegram. 

Dominique lit a cigarette and paced about while Nick scanned the 
telegram. It wasn’t very revealing. It recalled Dominique’s invitation 
for Kathy to look her up if she ever came to Paris. It set up the 
meeting place, asked for secrecy and gave hint of an interesting 
feature Story. 

“And to think,” Dominique said, puffing away at her cigarette, “I 
told that miserable rodent Wu all about the meeting and he came 
within an inch of kidnapping that poor girl. I would never have 
forgiven myself.” 

“So you think when he found out about the second meeting he 
decided to eliminate you?” Nick said watching her carefully. 

She shrugged. “You or me or both. When Wu asked me to use my 
journalistic contacts to have you spotted at the airports he said it was 
a personal matter, something to do with gambling. I owed him a favor 


or two and it wasn’t difficult. Then when I saw you at the party I was 
so frightened I didn’t know what to. think. You had something to do 
with Johnny Wu. That was all that I knew about you. As a result I 
must now explain to Papa the loss of that delightful little Mercedes 
with which he was kind enough to recognize my last birthday.” 

Nick watched the long, brown legs striding up and down the room 
as she talked. 

“Excuse me, Nick, while I dress,” she said and walked with her 
loose easy stride back to the bedroom. 

Nick’s mind was moving with the speed of a computer—but with 
an extra advantage. He could weigh facts and change their value in 
the pattern and a machine, however complex, could not do that. At 
this moment the big question was still Dominique St. Martin. A talk 
with Hawk and a really thorough security checkup were out of the 
question. Yet even now, they might be setting Nick up for a well- 
placed bullet. 

Just for instance, Nick thought, how about those picture windows. 
Most people don’t leave the drapes open at this time of night. Their 
first action on coming in would be to close them. Nick didn’t think he 
was being fussy. This sort of detail often made the difference between 
the quick and the dead. Was a third party watching him through those 
windows? 

Dominique came back into the’room. In the brief time She had 
been gone, she had changed herself from a drenched cat, if a still 
beautiful one, into a different, sleeker creature. Gold lame stretch 
slacks hugged the lush curves of her hips and swerved in a dangerous 
curve down beneath her navel. The slacks were matched by a bikini 
halter of the same material which just served to cup the exuberant 
thrust of her breasts. She had put her damp hair up into a chignon so 
that the graceful curves of her shoulders and neck swept up in an 
unbroken line to direct attention to her full, sensual lips and striking 
green eyes. She stopped and stood in her gold high-heeled slippers as 
she entered, aware of her effect—a gift from the gods. 

“But I am a terrible hostess, Nick,” she said. “After all that you 
have done for me I have not yet offered you even a drink. I have some 
excellent brandy.” 

“Brandy will be fine,” Nick said shortly. “Do you always leave the 
drapes open?” 

Her chuckle was rich as she bent to the liquor cabinet. 

“But Nicholas. You are so very suspicious. The windows are of one- 
way glass which we in here can see out of but no one can see in.” She 
turned to look at him with her great wide eyes. 

“One makes love as if before all the people in the world. It makes 
one feel so free and natural and besides it is a great joke on all the 


people passing by.” 

Well, Nick thought, everyone has his own quirks. This seemed 
harmless enough—unless it was a particularly macabre trap. 

“You won’t mind if I check on that, I hope.” Without waiting to see 
if she did or didn’t he rose and went out. She was telling the tnith. All 
that could be seen was glass and a blur of light behind it. When he 
returned she was ensconced on the couch, her back propped up 
against one arm. Her eyes were wide—teasing him. 

“Quel tigre, my Nicholas. Taste this brandy and relax from your 
wars.” 

“Believe me, Dominique,” he-said, “I’d like to. Then again this isn’t 
exactly drop the handkerchief we’re playing with the Chinese 
Communists.” Nick’s voice was lazy as he looked at her. 

She dropped her eyes. “I’m beginning to understand that.” 

Music came up to fill the room from an excellent stereo system. 
The voice of the American singer Ray Charles followed its 
complicated, groaning arabesques through the regions of the heart’s 
deep pain. To hell with it, Nick decided. If this is a trap Pll get the girl 
with the stiletto before I go. And if it isn’t ll use the ancient, 
meandering Seine for its purpose famous in song and story—as a 
setting for love with this beautiful, gutsy girl. 

He heard Dominique giggling. 

“T was just thinking,” she said still laughing. “I cannot forget your 
wild, wonderful laughter when the bullets were flying. Do you always 
laugh when people are shooting at you?” 

“Only when I’m winning,” Nick said, grinning. 

“Tll bet you would laugh when you were losing. Right to the very 
end,” she said. 

Nick shrugged. 

“Perhaps if it were funny enough. But probably not SO hard.” 

“No,” she said softly. “For very few of us there can be only life and 
laughter. Or nothing at all.” 

She kissed him softly then drew away—her eyes wide. Her hands 
slipped up behind her. The lame top fell away, and they came 
together urgently. Nick scooped up the flimsy halter and tossed it 
aside. The cool richness of her full breasts made them feel like living 
things as they drove themselves against the hard muscles of his chest. 
Her lips were offered eagerly and her mouth opened Wide while her 
hands became talons that tore the flimsy dress shirt from his back. 
Then her hands ranging along the oak-hard muscles of his shoulders 
and arms slipped down to his narrow waist, explored the iron hard 
thighs then quested back up to tear at the catch of his trousers and 
fumble with his zipper. Then he felt the cool strength of her hand on 
him, guiding him as he bent her backward, her body executing a wild 


dance of love as she fought to join herself with him. 

“Did you ever try to make love on a Louis Quinze couch?” Nick 
asked gently with a trace of humor. 

“The bedroom, Nick...” 

He picked her up as easily as if she were a child. In the bedroom a 
nightlight cast a dim glow on the rich furnishings as he placed her 
gently on the bed. Then they were both without clothes. 

“Hurry, Nick, oh hurry.” She was half sobbing, half laughing as she 
covered the tough musculine body with kisses and her body leaped 
and twisted with the urgency of her demand. Suddenly she sat up and 
her beautifully chiseled face was planting feverish kisses on his chest, 
down along the coiled cordage of his belly muscles, and he felt the 
softness of her hair brushing his belly and thighs. His strong, gentle 
hands cupped the sweet softness of her young breasts and he could 
feel the rigidity of the nipples under his fingertips. His mouth, as 
eager and as hot as hers, roamed her body planting kisses and bites in 
the cool fruit of her flesh. Then her long supple body fell back, pulling 
him with her and the magnificent thighs formed a great V, urging him 
into the hot cave of her desire. 

He could hear a low, urgent murmur in her throat, as she twisted 
her head from side to side, her eyes and mouth shut tight, as if in that 
way she could contain her passion. He heard her muted cries for more, 
for release, yet still he held himself off from the inferno of union. 

Her nails raked furrows along his back and buttocks and one 
smooth thigh was flung over his shoulder. Her moans gained in 
crescendo and agony as she urged him on. 

And in the end, of course, he went to her. She stiffened as if she 
had received a jolt of electricity, while Nick felt the blazing, 
enveloping heat of her flow into him and its singing current soaring 
through his body as they began the long triumphal march together. 

Together they were lost, tumbling through a white squall of 
emotion, and yet they seemed to stand outside their bodies and look 
on the two magnificent animals at love play on the soft wide bed. Nick 
managed Dominique as he would a blooded mare, with light hands 
and gentle, firm urgings to her velvety flesh and fine muscles. She 
followed him perfectly, fused at their ten-derest junction, and together 
they went centaur-like over the long course until at the end, there was 
no holding her in and he gave her her head with joy, roweling her 
with the hard spur of his masculinity. On his milk white steed Nick 
mounted toward the stars. 

But the long ride was not yet ended. She rose and fell beneath him 
and the low gasping of her breath threatened to tear the lungs from 
her body. Nick heard a loud little cry urging him to somehow drive 
her up and over the last slope of her passion, and he went deep within 


himself and drew upon a reserve of strength and Stamina, as the 
smooth thighs stroked his waist and her nails drove the stigmata of 
Eros into his back and flanks. Nick increased the cruel pace, and from 
the wild-ness of her response and the fury with which she drove her 
ripe writhing body at him, it was difficult to tell who was the stallion 
and who was the mare. 

Then, finally, Nick’s powerful body locked her in a last embrace. 
With the great goad of his sex probing the wet heat between the 
lovely legs and butting into the most secret and delicate recesses of 
her femininity, he took her with him up the last ascent of the steep 
face of the far pinnacle where the air was rare. There they grew light- 
headed and dizzy beyond all expectation and clung fiercely to each 
other while the universe exploded in pure light and they were 
dispossessed of all knowledge save the concentric waves of their final 
spasm. 

She lay beside him silently for some minutes with her eyes closed, 
her limbs trembling and her lovely breasts gone soft. 

Later there was more brandy. Together they explored the 
mysterious terrain of their fine young bodies and came together in the 
heat of that magnetism time and again throughout the night. At last 
the man called Killmaster stretched out perfectly relaxed, drained of 
those warring passions that made him at times more of an agent than 
a man. Overflights and espionage networks, the balances of power in 
Washington, Berlin, Moscow and Peking—all were forgotten in the 
passion of this Paris night. 


Chapter 7 


UNEXPECTED COMPANY 


SOMEWHERE a doorbell was ringing. Its persistent buzz cut down 
through layers of deep dreamlessness and nudged Nick’s realization of 
who he was and why he was there. He came awake with all his 
facilities in the time it would take most men to rub the sleep out of 
their eyes. His great muscular body crossed the room in a catlike leap 
that brought him down softly next to the table on which his Luger 
rested. He checked the clip quickly, returned to the window and 
looked out through the one-way glass. 

The bell ringer was none other than Arthur, Johnny Wu’s portly 
little associate. He was standing at the door with his customary idiotic 
and meaningless smile pasted onto his face and giving no sign of going 
away. Once more the strident summons of the doorbell could be heard 
throughout the house. 

Nick padded back and sat on the edge of the bed. The girl stirred 
slightly, as he shook her, and opened her green eyes lazily. When they 
fell upon Nick, a slow smile of contentment spread across her face. 

“Still the tiger,” she said drowsily. “Always at war.” She threw the 
covers aside exposing the rich voluptuousness of her long body, as 
slowly, satiated by love and sleep, as last night it had been thrusting 
and wild. She ran her hands lightly over the rigid muscles of Nick’s 
lower belly and went exploring along down his thighs. 

“Let them ring whoever it is. Perhaps they’ll go away.” 

She arched her body kittenishly and attempted to draw Nick down. 
Her body smelled warm and good and the nipples on the full ovals of 
her breasts were becoming erect. 

“Dominique,” Nick said sharply and pulled away. “It’s Arthur, 
Dominique. You’d better find out what he wants.” 

Her great eyes widened and her body became tense. 

“No, Nick. That little man gives me the creeps. I don’t want to see 
him.” 

“['m afraid you’ll have to,” Nick said gently. “Since they know 
about tomorrow night’s rendezvous with Kathy Lin, and we have no 
way to warn her, we’d better find out as much as we can.” 

He bent and kissed the frightened girl. “Don’t worry. Papa will be 
right outside the back door, and if Charlie Chan tries anything rough 
we'll shoot him full of little round holes.” 

Nick’s respect for Dominique increased at her reaction. She offered 


no further arguments but reached for her kimono. Nick couldn’t resist 
a slap at her full rear end as it went by. Then he moved quickly 
toward the back door, naked except for Wilhelmina. The louvers in 
the door were open and he would be able to hear everything that 
went on in the living room. This was no time for modesty—Dominique 
was already at the door and Arthur looked as if he were about to try 
the back. Nick stepped outside. 

He heard Dominique open the front door and yawn. 

“Hello. Oh, it’s you, Arthur. I suppose if you insist on calling at this 
beastly hour I might as well give you some coffee.” 

He heard Arthur’s high-pitched voice giggle out some reply, and 
then they went into the living room where Nick could hear them 
distinctly. 

“It makee velly good morning, Mamlazelle Dominique,” Arthur 
said. “You lookee velly fine today. Spling weather aglee with you.” 

Nick, pressed to the shingling, realized that stark naked with the 
wicked-looking Luger in his hand he would present a curious figure to 
any passerby. So far though, the river was empty here in the secluded 
upper reaches and he couldn’t be seen from the street side. 

“Arthur,” he could hear Dominique saying, “please don’t think that 
I’m being impolite and don’t want your company, but I met this 
absolutely fabulous man and stayed out much later than I should 
have, and I’ve a terrible head on top of it all. Please be a dear and 
cease these elaborate courtesies and tell me why Johnny sent you. 
Then I could go back to bed for a week or so and you could go and do 
... well whatever you do, Arthur.” 

She was right, Nick thought. She was born for the stage. 

“You velly funee girl, Mamlazelle Dominique,” Arthur’s voice came 
drifting back. “Johnny not know where you go after big leception last 
night. Big flacas, Johnny plenty woree.” 

“Personally, I left before any fracas got started and where I went— 
just between you and me and the gatepost, Arthur—is none of Johnny 
Wu’s damn business.” 

With this Arthur appeared so taken that his reply was lost in the 
cackling of his laughter. 

“While we’re giving Johnny Wu the good word, Arthur,” 
Dominique went on, “You might also tell him I’m through doing 
favors for him. I learn from my American colleague the photograph I 
had circulated among the airport reporters was of an intelligence chap 
and has nothing to do with his personal business. Tell him I want 
nothing to do with being suckered into l’espionnage. I’m strictly a 
good-time girl and I like living.” 

“Johnny want you to come see him at chateau,” Arthur said flatly. 

“Tell Johnny some other time. Tell him I’m busy. Tell him I think 


I’m in love.” 

Arthur’s tone took on the reprimanding note of a fussy old maid. 

“Johnny want to see you leal bad, Mamlazelle Dominique. You 
know how Johnny get. Make velly bad.” 

“Tell him Dominique is sorry about that. Meantime, do drop in 
again the next time you’re in the neighborhood.” 

“Johnny say, Arthur, you tell Mamlazelle Dominique if she come, 
by chateau for dinner tonight he give her prenty big exclusive flom 
China, no other leporter, lire service get. Prentee big sloop.” 

“Scoop,” Dominique said, “but I see what you mean.” Suddenly she 
emitted a hideous shriek that nearly brought Nick in, his gun blazing. 
“My God, Arthur, my coffee’s boiling over. I’ll be right back.” 

She came dashing around by the back door and raised her 
eyebrows to see if Nick understood. He nodded and gave her the go 
sign. She shook it off the first time but assented when he insisted. 

She came back into the living room. 

“Excuse me, Arthur. Quel mess. All right. Tell Johnny it’s a deal 
but I’m not feeling very friendly right now. It’d better be good, and if 
he fouls me up on this, tell him I’ll spill some of the raunchier details 
of his private life to the columnists so fast his head will spin.” 

“Johnny say biggest sloop of your life, you no leglet it.” There was 
a brief silence. Arthur gave no indications of leaving. Nick began to 
get worried. 

“Arthur, dear,” Nick could hear Dominique say in her silkiest 
tones. “Do me a great favor and stop staring at me like that. Many of 
the girls have remarked in the powder room that your stare adds a 
distinctly unpleasant note to your otherwise classic features. On your 
way now and tell Johnny Wu to have the cocktails cold about eight.” 

Arthur’s high giggle filled the room again. He sounded as if he 
were departing. Nick relaxed and waited for Dominique to come back 
and tell him the coast was clear. Of course, there was no telling what 
she might whisper to Arthur as he left, but it was hard for Nick to 
believe that she could be working with, the Chicoms. 

Last night had been clean and fine. From now on he was going to 
be using her. The fact that the stakes were the lives of literally 
millions of people didn’t make him feel any better. It wasn’t one of the 
nicer parts of serving the government. 

His thoughts were interrupted by a gruff voice behind him. Nick 
spun quickly trying to conceal the Luger. The voice that hailed him 
belonged to one of the most frizzled, blood-shot-eyed old tramps he 
had ever laid his eyes upon, the old clochard was sitting on a 
neighboring barge and swigging periodically from a bottle of 
poisonous-looking Algerian wine. 

“T said, do you have a cigarette, mate?” the voice croaked in 


French. Nick couldn’t help laughing. 

“Do I look as if I have a cigarette?” 

The figure gazed back at him owlishly. 

“All right, all right,” he growled. “No need to get rude about it, 
mate. Are you going to kill someone with that great Boche gun of 
yours? Perhaps you will slay your mistress? for very little grisbi, I will 
keep my mouth shut to the cops.” 

“Tll let you know when I decide to,” Nick said. “Then you can be 
my character witness.” 

“That will cost you extra,” the old one said calmly and went back 
to his juice. At that moment Dominique appeared in the door. 

“Who or what is that?” Nick asked indicating the old tramp. 

Dominique stuck her head around the door, smiled brightly and 
waved. 

“Bonjour, Henri. How goes it today?” 

“As bad at least as yesterday and better in all probability than 
tomorrow, cherie,” the old one replied waving back. Dominique drew 
Nick inside. 

“That’s Henri, the clochard, which is what you call in English a 
bum. I tell the police that he is my handyman when they try to pick 
him up for vagrancy. Of course he does no work at all unless he is 
truly starving. It is lucky I have no reputation to lose or I would be 
ruined. He is a terrible gossip.” 

“He can’t be too much of a buddy,” Nick said. “He thought I was 
going to shoot you and offered to sell me his silence.” 

Dominique looked at him and smiled fondly. 

“He is loyal but not stupid. He would have taken your money then 
warned me. And now, monsieur,” she said letting the kimono fall to 
reveal the ever-enticing curves beneath, “let us return to bed. If you 
are especially good to me, I will listen carefully to your instructions 
about what to do when I get to Johnny Wu’s chateau.” 

Nick had other things in mind but nothing that couldn’t wait They 
returned to the bedroom at once, and it was some time before they lay 
again, side by side, smoking and talking. 

His instructions were simple enough. They were simply for 
Dominique to keep the appointment with Johnny Wu, give every 
appearance of cooperation and return to Nick with whatever 
information she could acquire concerning Chicom operations in regard 
to Kathy Lin. 

“You have no way of finding Kathy Lin before she arrives at that 
cafe tomorrow night?” Dominique asked. 

Nick shook his head. “The CIA has agents working on it but they 
don’t expect to come up with much. In the only picture of her we 
have, she’s in the baekground and her face is partially obscured. And 


at the same time the Chicoms must have dozens.” 

“Merde,” the French girl said, “I wish I had taken her picture when 
I interviewed her. I hate to see the poor kid walk into a trap.” 

“We'll see what we can do about that,” Nick said stretching lazily. 

“Ah ha, yes,” Dominique smiled. “It will be wonderful. That 
wretched Johnny Wu will not have a chance. You will take the girl 
like that,” she snapped her fingers crisply. Then she wriggled across 
the bed toward Nick, her arms outstretched, inviting him toward the 
voluptuous comfort of her body. Nick felt himself stirring at the sight 
of her. He wrestled her down on the bed and sprang to his feet with a 
great show of energy, grinning broadly. 

“Places to go, people to see, baby. I could not love thee half so 
much ...” 

“Cochon, pig,” she spat at him and followed up with a string of 
idiomatic obscenities too occult for Nick to catch more than half of 
them. 

“Believe me it hurts me more than it does you,” Nick said with 
huge good humor. “How about getting your buddy Henri to have a 
look topside and see if there are any sinister Orientals or strangers of 
any kind lurking in the neighborhood.” 

He walked briskly toward the bathroom, studiously ignoring the 
seductive movements of her body on the bed. “I'll be cleansing myself 
of the sins of the night and the morning too if anybody wants me.” 

“Good,” Dominique shouted happily. “I'll help. I once interviewed 
a Japanese hostess...” 

Nick rejected the offer firmly and locked the door as a precaution. 
As he closed the door Dominique was replacing her kimono with a 
philosophical expression on her face, and sauntering toward the back 
door. 

Nick spent some minutes under a steaming hot shower that left 
him a parboiled red, then switched to cold and came out feeling fine. 
He examined himself in the mirror and was satisfied. The knife cut he 
had sustained in last night’s street fight was a mere scratch and 
healing nicely. He couldn’t find an extra ounce of fat on his body. He 
had finished his daily immolation in the pure discipline of yoga by the 
time Dominique returned to shout through the door that Henri said 
that the coast was clear. By that time Nick wasn’t feeling anywhere 
near so full of himself and had his mind strictly on business. 

He had a fast cup of coffee with a quiet Dominique who sensed 
that his mood had changed. He made arrangements to meet her when 
she returned from Wu’s chateau. Then he went lightly up the stairs to 
where the Jag was parked. 

His shirt was a total loss and, in any case, it was necessary to 
change his clothes, so he stopped briefly at his hotel. He was not 


surprised to find that it had been discreetly searched. Since he had 
naturally not been stupid enough to leave the old Gladstone bag in 
which he carried a great many of the more revealing tools of his trade 
in the room, he was missing nothing. 

He gave Rusty Donovan a call, kidded him gently about his 
misadventure of the night before and told him to be at a certain 
restaurant noted for its cuisine and wines in an hour and a half. If I’m 
blown, Nick reasoned, I might as well enjoy it. Too often his contacts 
had to be made in the dreariest of greasy spoons. He then took a ride 
in the Jag down to the AXE depot and got on the picture-phone to 
Hawk. 

Hawk looked a little tired. Nick told him so. 

“This is getting more complicated every minute, Nick. I hear 
rumblings out of China. I may. have to pull you out of Paris and send 
you in to get Dr. Lin in a hurry. The Chicoms are getting frustrated 
trying to find that girl. If they do get her back, I know he’ll never 
leave. If they don’t get her, they may do something nasty to save 
themselves the huge propaganda loss of Dr. Lin’s defection. Let’s have 
what you’ve got.” 

Nick told him clearly what had happened since he last talked with 
him. Hawk listened attentively, not interrupting, and appeared 
satisfied. 

“Of course,” he said ruminatively, “if this St. Martin woman turns 
out to be a double you’re ... er. . up the creek, aren’t you, son?” 

“To a certain extent, yes,” Nick said, “but it can’t be helped. She’s 
proven pretty valuable already, sir.” 

“As a morale builder?” Hawk remarked. Nick studied his cuffs and 
out of the corner of his eye caught the trace of a smile on Hawk’s tight 
old lips. 

“You might be interested to learn, Nick, that her family had heavy 
investments in a North Vietnamese rubber plantation. That could be 
used to bring pressure on her.” 

“Tll find out about that right away, sir,” Nick said. Quickly he 
outlined a certain plan he had in mind. Hawk nodded affirmatively as 
he listened. 

“T think that should do it, Nick. Just one last thing. When you find 
the Lin girl, get hold of the signet ring she wears. It was her mother’s 
and will prove to Dr. Lin that we actually have his daughter safe and 
sound. It’s important.” 

“Check,” Nick said. “I’ll talk to you again as soon as I can after the 
rendezvous.” 

Hawk was already on another phone as the screen went blank. 

Nick then stepped into one of the outer offices and requisitioned 
some very special equipment. 


Chapter 8 


HENRI’S FERRY 


THE SQUARE, with its old stone church, cobbled streets and 
awninged cafe was right out of Utrillo. But the neighborhood had 
grown up and grown dingier since Utrillo’s day and the church and 
the cafe were dwarfed by ramshackle industrial buildings that 
surrounded them. Heavy traffic crawled along the broad streets and 
heavy housewives walked from shop to shop with their ever-present 
string shopping bags with golden-crusted breads extending from them. 

A newsboy walked through the cafe with his tabloids which were 
selling well on that particular day. The headlines were attractive. 
They read: Chinese Trade Envoys Slain at Society Party. One of the 
men at the bar purchased a tabloid and smiled slightly as he read the 
lead story. Since he was a particularly grubby and unwholesome 
specimen even for this neighborhood, nobody noticed. Presently he 
was joined by an equally villainous-looking companion and the two 
left the bar together. 

Shortly thereafter they mounted to the cab of a parked feed van, 
the larger of the two men nipping from time to time on a bottle of 
cheap wine and permitting dead Gauloises to hang from his lower lip 
at the same time—a trick worthy of the great Jean Paul Belmondo 
himself. 

The old van found its way through the immediate suburbs, then 
struck off across open country for several miles. The men stopped 
their truck at roadside cafes, here and there, and bolted a shot of 
cognac without speaking to any of the other working men or farmers, 
then proceeded on their way again. 

Shortly before dark they made a final stop and lingered at the bar 
until the sun hung just above the edge of the trees. They were too 
dirty and obviously foul-tempered for anyone to be interested in 
striking up a conversation—which was just fine with them. After they 
left they turned off the main road and bounced along a little-used 
backway for a couple of miles. At one point the bigger man signaled 
the driver to stop and pointed off into the spring green woods at a dirt 
road that led to a wooden gate. 

“That’s where I want you to wait,” the large one said. “Just before 
you get to the gate, there’ll be a good-sized clearing that can’t be seen 
from the road. Park there facing out. It’s a little under a mile from the 
chateau. And, Rusty,” the big one said laying a hand on the driver’s 


arm, “don’t get trigger happy. This has got to be clandestine and I 
mean it.” 

“Don’t worry, N3,” the driver said, “I can wait to pay the Chicoms 
back for last night. What I want to know is how you knew the clearing 
was there.” 

“They ought to teach aerial photographic interpretation in the 
grade schools nowadays, the way things are going,” N3 grinned. “And 
if you step out of character for a second from here on in, I'll brain 
you.” 

The truck moved on and Nick crouched down on the floor out of 
sight. It stopped once at the main gate to question the guard on the 
best road to the stables. They knew of course. The point was to 
establish the illusion that there was only one man in the truck, 
because it was coming out that way. 

Both men sat up in the cab, as the van rolled down the long drive 
toward the stables which wound through a column of graceful, 
budding trees which serpentined across the lush, green lawns. In front 
of the long, freshly painted stables, both men dismounted and began 
to hurl bags of feed furiously to the ground. A man in a leather apron 
advanced slowly, horseshoeing hammer in hand, and stared at them. 

“Hey,” shouted the smaller of the two villainous-looking Vanmen, 
“who do I get to sign for this here feed?” 

The man in the apron scratched his head. 

“T didn’t know any feed was ordered. The trainer isn’t around right 
now.” 

“This is a special mixture. They wanted it for this afternoon,” the 
vanman growled. “Are you going to sign for it or not?” 

The stableman looked doubtful. 

“T don’t know if I should. The owner himself is out riding and 
should be back soon. Perhaps he’ll know what to do.” 

The vanman sputtered a long string of obscenities ending in the 
statement that he couldn’t wait around all night until the stable 
personnel got organized. 

“Never mind,” he finished up, “Pll put it back on the truck but 
don’t call us with any more rush orders. I don’t care if your nag drops 
dead from, starvation at the starting post.” 

“All right,” the stableman sighed, “I'll sign.” He scrawled his 
signature over the false invoice and the sullen vanman went back to 
the truck without so much as a bonsoir. 

“We’d better get the hell out of here,” he muttered to his 
companion. “Wu is out riding and due back any minute.” 

“Okay,” Nick said, “let’s roll. When you get to the turn-around, I'll 
tell you where to drop me. You’ll have to go out by the main gate but 
just tell the guard you got lost. He’ll let you out” 


As they drove away, Nick kept his eyes on the rear-view mirror. He 
saw Wu ride Up to the stables, dismount and talk briefly with the 
aproned stableman. In a moment the Chinese spymaster shrugged and 
turned away. Nick had no time to see anything more. They had passed 
into the woods. Rusty stopped the truck on his signal. Nick dropped 
lightly from the cab and went to the rear of the van. There he 
removed a long aluminum polelike device mounted on a wire shoulder 
piece, like a burp gun and a portable power pack. 

“Allez-vous en,” he called softly to the CIA man, “take off,” and the 
truck rolled off through the woods. Nick waited by the edge of the 
trees. Within two minutes the sun went down. His timing had been 
nearly perfect. It was now dark in the woods although the sky was 
Still lit by afterglow. 

Stealthily, Nick moved through the woods, finding his way to his 
objective as surely as if he had been born on the estate. In five 
minutes he was at the edge of the lawn and could see the last light of 
day reflected from the old stones of the chateau. 

A car was coming up the long drive. Nick smiled. Dominique was 
driving a considerably more conservative Sedan. He wondered how 
she had explained the loss of the Mercedes to her family. Knowing 
her, it must have been something good. He saw her stop at the stone 
bridge over the moat and go in. 

Softly Nick ran from tree to tree down the long line of oaks until 
he reached the tree that he wanted. The first branch was twenty feet 
above him. From-over his shoulder, he took a light-weighted nylon 
mountain climber’s cord and threw it up over the limb catching the 
weight coming down. Then he slung his equipment over his shoulder 
and slithered up the rope in short overhand pulls, caught the limb 
above and dropped onto the big branch as lightly as a cat. He pulled 
the rope up after him and settled down to work with his equipment. 

He Was about two hundred yards from the chateau. Pointing the 
aluminum rod at one of the casement windows, he fiddled with some 
dials on the power pack and frowned at the new parabolic long-range 
microphones that could listen through plate glass windows. The ultra 
high frequency playback he had just gotten was something new. Then 
his frown disappeared and he laughed softly. The listening device 
pointed at the dining room window had caught one of the footmen 
taking an unexpected liberty with one of the maids who was setting 
the table. Nick listened to the maid give the footman hell until he was 
sure the mike was adjusted perfectly. 

Then he switched over to the study window and immediately 
picked up the voice of Johnny Wu, all polite suavity, welcoming 
Dominique. 

Nick spent a long time in the tree listening to talk about people he 


didn’t know and events in which he had no interest. They were at 
supper when Wu brought up the subject of Kathy Lin. Neither 
Dominique nor Johnny Wu, of course, had any idea that every word of 
their conversation in the privacy of the Chinese stronghold was being 
recorded on slowly winding reels of micro-sound tape. 

“T understand you have another appointment to see that little 
Chinese girl we spoke of,” Nick heard Wu say. 

“Now I wonder how you’d know that,” Dominique replied, her 
voice silky. 

“Tt is my business to know everything that goes on in the Chinese 
community here,” Wu answered smoothly. “You know, of course, my 
dear Dominique, that she is Dr. Lin’s daughter and that her safety is of 
primary importance to the Chinese Republic. It would be most 
embarrassing if any harm should come to her while she continues this 
girlish escapade.” 

“Escapade?” Dominique snorted. “I got the impression that she was 
running for her life.” 

Wu laughed. “You very obviously do not understand the Chinese 
character. No well-bred Chinese daughter would seriously leave her 
family. She is young. She is irked by our rather rigid travel 
restrictions. In the meantime, what she does not know is that her life 
may be in danger. The enemies of our state would be most happy to 
make political hay of anything that might happen to her while she is 
in Europe. It is my task to see that this does not happen.” 

“Well,” Dominique said, “if I ever get to see her I’ll let her know 
what you said.” 

“T am most grateful. Furthermore I am empowered by my 
government to offer you, in return for your cooperation in this matter, 
a sizable setdement for your father’s interest in his rubber holdings in 
Vietnam which, of course, are now tied up by the Hanoi government.” 

“Better talk to Papa about that,” Dominique said carelessly. “Papa 
handles the business matters of the family.” 

“The sum is considerable,” Wu said. “All that I ask in return is that 
you report Kathy Lin’s location to me when you learn it or, fading 
that, you will ask her to write a letter to her father assuring him of her 
good health and her intent to return to China. Frankly, I will need 
such a letter for political purposes, if our enemies should succeed in 
abducting the girl. Tell her you can get the letter to Dr. Lin through 
French journalists in China.” 

Nick came alert instantly. Wu didn’t know about the signet ring. 
His trip had not been wasted. Aside from proving Dominique’s loyalty 
he had gained a big jump on the Chicoms. Wu would, of course, 
attempt to snatch Kathy Lin the following night at the Les Halles cafe 
when she met Dominique. If he failed, he would be unable to block an 


American attempt to bring Dr. Lin out of China and without the ring, 
Dr. Lin would never believe that the Chicoms had the girl. Then he 
Would feel free to leave. All Nick had to do was see that they didn’t 
get the girl in the meantime. 

“T would, of course, like to be with you when you meet her 
tomorrow night,” Wu continued, “but I’m afraid youth is always 
distrustful of authority. I shall have to rely on your excellent 
judgment, Dominique, to save the child from herself.” 

“Child, hell,” Dominique said. “She’s a full-grown woman. I’ve met 
her, remember. I’ll let you know what she says, though.” 

The rest of the conversation was taken up with trivialities. Nick 
kept his tape recorder running until Dominique finally left. Then he 
waited until the guard with the two fierce-looking Dobermans had 
made another circuit of the house. After that he repacked his 
equipment and slid down the rope to the ground. Twenty minutes 
later, he appeared so silently in the cab of the feed van that Rusty 
Donovan nearly shot him. 

“Damn it,” Rusty said, putting away his revolver, “you’re an eerie 
bastard, sir.” 

Nick’s grin was bright in the darkness as he lit a cigarette. 

“Sorry about that, Rusty. Next time I’ll come out blowing bugles 
and screaming ‘death to the foreign devils’ just to let you know I’m 
coming.” The CIA man laughed. 

“Get everything?” 

“Everything,” Nick said. “Let’s go.” 

As the van rolled out onto the country road and headed for Paris, 
Nick’s mind was taken up with the thousands of details he’d have to 
oversee for tomorrow’s operation. Wu would have the place blanketed 
with his own men. But Nick was toying with an idea... . 

Three hours later he met Dominique at the new fashionable 
discotheque “Le Shakespeare Au Go-Go” in Montparnasse. The 
discotheque, packed to the rafters with wealthy young Parisians, was 
more sparsely and cheaply decorated than a self-respecting 
neighborhood saloon. Nick, leaning on a rickety wooden table, 
attempted to quiz her over the noise of the music. The room was so 
insecure that it was secure. Nothing, including their own conversation, 
could be overheard by anyone. 

“Can we go someplace a little quieter?” Nick roared. 

“But I am having so much fun showing you off, my Nicholas. There 
are half a dozen women in the room who would like to cut my throat 
because I got to you first. Besides, I have never heard the Freeps 
before and everyone is raving about them.” 

Nick stared bleakly at the Freeps—five sheepdog-headed, poker- 
faced young men in pants they had outgrown, working away at their 


musical instruments and jeering at the crowd as the mood struck 
them. Well, Nick thought, Dominique deserves a little fun. However, 
as they danced a new thing called the Ruptured Mongoose, 
Dominique’s gestures became positively orgiastic. She was getting a 
little bit tight, Nick decided. Firmly he took her by the arm and 
mongoosed her toward the door. 

Outside she snuggled up close to him and said, “There is only one 
place where you can satisfactorily de-brief me.” She put her lips 
against his and whispered, “You know damn well where that is, Nick 
Carter.” 

“Sorry,” Nick said, “that’s out of the question. Wu may do dumb 
things but he isn’t stupid. Your place is under surveillance. We can 
count on it.” Her gloved hands were running swiftly about his body. 

“What would you say, cheri,” she said, slurring her words slightly, 
“if I told you I’d solved that little problem?” 

“T think,” Nick said laughing, “I’d adopt what is called a wait-and- 
see attitude.” 

“Then wait and you shall see,” she said triumphantly and hailed a 
passing cab. As a rule, Nick was not very fond of tight young ladies, 
but Dominique had certainly earned a blow-off in the last couple of 
days. The cab ran down to the Seine, skirted Dominique’s 
neighborhood and stopped on the wrong side of the river. 

At the river’s edge, Dominique called out softly. “Henri?” 

“Right here, mademoiselle,” a gruff and familiar voice answered 
out of the shadows. The old vagrant was sitting in a rowboat belting 
away at his ever-present bottle of Algerian wine. The girl looked at 
Nick in triumph. 

“Am I not also a magnificent counterspy?” 

“Baby,” Nick said kissing her, “you’re a natural.” The old boatman 
spat noisily in the water. They sat in silence while the old one pulled 
steadily toward the opposite shore and landed them at the back door 
where it would have been impossible for anyone not on the water to 
observe them. 

The silence of the houseboat was an intimacy itself. They stood 
staring at each other for a moment. Then Dominique said in a weak 
voice, “Are you interested in a drink?” 

“Not particularly,” Nick said gently. 

“Neither am I,” the girl said even more weakly. 

She put her hands to her brief little suit jacket and slid it off, 
letting it drop to the floor. Still with her eyes on Nick she steadily 
unbuttoned her . blouse and eased it off over the warm brown 
shoulders until the soft tan of her body contrasted strangely with the 
dazzling white of her brassiere. Then the brassiere, too, dropped to the 
floor. 


She kicked off her shoes, then bent, her breasts falling like ripe 
fruit, as she detached her stockings and slipped them off. She stood in 
front of Nick wearing only her skirt. 

“Nick,” she said with just a hint of alcohol in her voice, “please 
help me with my skirt.” 

But first she helped him off with his own clothes. Then she turned 
and stood with her satin-smooth back to him while he unzipped the 
skirt and drew it from her long body now entirely bare and ready for 
him. For a moment she remained standing, the finely molded 
haunches pressing against him, her face arching up toward his mouth 
as Nick’s powerful frame enveloped her and his tender hands stroked 
the softness of her body. 

“Nick. Let’s go away somewhere now. Or after tomorrow then. Just 
you and me. I can cook and do everything. What wonderful babies we 
could make. I never wanted...” 

“No,” he said, cutting her off, “don’t think of it. Not now, not 
ever.” Such were the strange ethics of the man. Even at that moment 
there could be no lying. Not as long as he had a choice. 

“A girl can dream, can’t she?” Her eyes were brimming. Then she 
was directing his hands in and around the private, sensitive parts of 
her body as if she could, by intensifying the moment, possess it. While 
his hands played, she quivered like a musical instrument touched at 
precisely the right place. As the crescendo mounted, he picked her up 
and walked toward the bedroom. 

Once again, through the long night, the soft body of the woman 
and the hard, firm body of the man lay locked in combat. His rigid 
muscles beat on her soft, beautifully formed woman’s flesh, while her 
gentle breast and belly absorbed a fearful pounding and constantly 
arched toward the merciless drubbing of his manhood. Later beside 
him in the dark, she moaned softly, until the inferno of their hunger 
became ascendant again and they fell toward each other once more. 


Chapter 9 


THE PIG WHO FISHES 


DURING the day Les Halles, the great market district of Paris, is 
more congested then any. other central area of that overcrowded 
metropolis. Under those great iron and glass canopies resembling 
Victorian railroad stations, the market men try to carry on their affairs 
with a semblance of order. Amid all this confusion it’s still easy to get 
a drink at one of the many zinc-lined bars. After dark, until around 
midnight, the wide cobbled streets are positively deserted, except for 
the few traffic cops who stand around, stamping their feet against the 
cold and waiting for the rush that always comes. 

And when it comes it is as powerful and as uncontrollable as an 
incoming tide. The heavily laden trucks roll in from seaports and the 
gardens of France. With them come the workers, the market 
prostitutes, the after-theater and night-out crowds and, of course, the 
tourists. By three in the morning it is impossible to move a wheeled 
vehicle in the streets leading into the quarter. Every available space is 
occupied by trucks loading and unloading crates of vegetables which 
are stacked in the streets higher than a man’s head. Hand trucks move 
briskly through the mob—having learned that people will get out of 
your way if you act as though you seriously intend to run them over. 

The crowds were building up near the Cafe of the Pig Who Fishes. 
Nick’s radium-dialed watch told him that the time was shortly before 
two o’clock. He sat in the darkened cab of the truck keeping an eye on 
the cafe named by Kathy Lin as her rendezvous point with Dominique. 

Rusty should be moving in any time now. Nick would have 
preferred to have been inside the cafe himself but his size ruled that 
out. Even disguised as he was in the blue smock of the market worker, 
he would have stood out from the rest of the men who dashed in on 
their breaks to knock back a quick cognac or hot wine. 

On the whole Nick was satisfied with his plans. If Dominique did 
her job right with the special perfume atomizer he had gotten from 
the AXE depot, he was sure he’d have the Chinese girl in custody by 
morning. If she showed up. 

He could see the flash of Dominique’s camera as she established 
her cover. She was pretending to do a feature article on the market 
district late at night. He could see her in his mind, photographing the 
tough old truck drivers and navvies with the more picturesque faces, 
asking them for anecdotes and turning away their jovially obscene 


propositions with a wisecrack of her own. At the same time she would 
be keeping a sharp eye out for the Chinese refugee who must be 
running out of money and stamina. Kathy Lin was due around three 
o’clock. 

At exacdy two o’clock Rusty came rolling up to the door of the cafe 
in a U.S. Government motor pool Chevy with the siren wide open and 
military cops crammed in the back—about as subtle as a freight train 
wreck. Out of the car they stumbled like a carload of Keystone Cops. 
Two big MPs stood by with automatic weapons while Rusty and two 
more bashed through the door. 

Nick got down from the truck and moved up closer. In the general 
astonishment nobody would have noticed him if he had six heads. 

The crowd was already forming and the normally voluble market 
men were stunned into relative silence. Nick smiled, listening to 
Donovan barking in his best drill sergeant’s voice that no one was to 
leave the place until he had checked their papers. He had a French 
cop with him so there was no great resistance. 

Nick, mingling at the open door, saw a young Chinese girl, dressed 
in casual slacks and jacket, suddenly break from her table and race for 
the door. One of the MPs caught her by the arm. She gave the MP a 
slap in the face that left the imprints of her fingers and kicked Rusty 
hard as he approached her. Finally two of the MPs held her down 
while she screamed in excited French that she was being kidnapped 
for political reasons by the Americans and where was French gallantry 
that it could stand idly by and watch such a thing. 

Apparently gallantry was seriously indisposed. Or perhaps better 
judgment overtook the would-be rescuers when they saw the leveled 
submachine guns of the big American MPs at the door. 

They hustled her out the door, still kicking and screaming, and 
into the car where she continued to give the soldiers a very rough 
time. 

Rusty faced the crowd which was making menacing noises and 
talking of throwing the Americans into the Seine—machine guns, 
Chevy and all. 

“Gentlemen and ladies,” he said. “I shall make a short speech in 
explanation of the painful scene you have just witnessed and by way 
of apology for interrupting your leisure. As you well know, the 
American Government does not make war on little girls. Nor would 
this representative of your own government, have rendered us his 
official assistance, were the words of this young lady true. No, the girl 
in question is wanted by the authorities in regard to the murder of her 
lover, an American airman. As you have all seen, she is obviously 
quite capable of it.” 

Rusty’s limp was quite genuine. She had caught him a good one. 


He lowered his voice to a confidential whis-er and looked around. 

“T shouldn’t perhaps tell you this but her method was quite bizarre. 
She garroted the poor fellow with her brassiere.” 

In the puzzled silence that followed, Rusty gave his most Irish grin, 
shrugged and left after apologizing again for the inconvenience. The 
crowd rapidly dispersed, muttering, “Ah, hon, it is as you might have 
known an affair of passion and the Americans are quite justified for 
once.” 

Nick’s eyes scanned the cafe. A swarthy-faced man of unplaceable 
descent was talking excitedly into the cafe phone. Nick had a hunch 
that he was reporting to headquarters and getting bawled out badly. 

Nick went back to his truck. Within half an hour, Nick knew, there 
would be no one in the whole quarter who had not heard that the 
Americans had arrested a young Chinese girl under the most 
astounding circumstances. The Chinese girl was really an American 
Embassy employee and faced no more terrible a fate than the 
remainder of the evening in the company of the CIA man. 

But the various Chinese agents whom Nick knew were in the 
quarter would hear about it and hopefully become confused, thinking 
that the game was over. And Kathy Lin, hearing about it, might be 
more inclined to show up, knowing that at least some of the pressure 
was off because, supposedly, she had already been taken by the 
Americans. It would not, however, fool the Chinese brass and Nick 
was perfecdy aware of that. 

For the next hour Nick waited patiently in the truck. When 
Dominique found the girl she would give her a note telling her to go 
outside and get in the truck. If she obeyed, fine. If she did not obey, 
Nick had devised a way of following her wherever she went. 

Although Kathy Lin wouldn’t notice it, Dominique would 
accidentally spray her with the perfume atomizer Nick had given her. 
Thanks to advances of science in “micro-encapsulization” and some 
tricky polarization, the perfume was radioactive but harmless. The 
radioactive material would register on any Geiger counter in the area. 

Nick checked his watch again. It was now after three. He hoped 
the mission was not going to be scrubbed after his elaborate 
preparations. 

A movement in the crowd caught his eye. A large Rolls-Royce was 
moving slowly through the crowds in front of the cafe. One of its 
fenders nudged a florid-looking man in the white, blood-stained 
smock of a butcher. The butcher and his companion were having no 
part of being shoved around by people in a Rolls out slumming. They 
stood beside the car window shouting violent imprecations and 
threatening to sue. Nick followed the incident with mild amusement 
until suddenly his Geiger counter went wild. 


In an instant Nick turned down the volume and kept his eye on the 
needle which was quivering in the high range. His eyes took in the 
whole scene with one glance. His brain was working so fast that 
everyone in his line of vision seemed frozen in their actions, like a 
single frame of a movie camera. Somewhere in the group of people, 
bathed in the warm light of the cafe window, was the girl that several 
people had died to find. The Luger swiftly appeared in Nick’s hand as 
he prepared to give covering fire if anything happened. 

To no one but him did time seem so frozen. Everyone else was 
going about their business. The butchers were yelling at the chauffeur 
of the Rolls. Three blue-smocked market men were having what 
looked like an argument over the merits of two market prostitutes 
who lurked in the shadows. An American tourist and his wife were 
taking the whole scene in and staying close to each other. A 
newspaper boy was trying to get rid of some of his morning editions. 

Meanwhile, the Geiger counter needle told Nick that the race was 
on. Nick decided that he didn’t like the Rolls and kept his eye on it. It 
was out of place in this scene. 

Then the door of the Rolls opened. Out stepped a powerfully built 
man in a dinner jacket, followed by a woman in an evening gown. 
Johnny Wu come to take charge of the situation, Nick thought coldly. 
Him I don’t need. He pointed the muzzle of the pistol between Wu’s 
shoulder blades. 

At that moment one of the prostitutes broke from the shadows and 
sprinted down the street. Wu took one stride after her and as Nick’s 
finger tightened on the trigger, one of the butchers grabbed him and 
saved his life. Wu was struggling with the butcher pressing money on 
him and Nick couldn’t find a clear field of fire. 

Fast as thought, Nick came out of the cab, Geiger counter in hand. 
Like a wraith he flitted from shadow to shadow as he moved past the 
crowded cafe entrance. The Geiger counter told him he was on the 
right track, for the girl had already disappeared down the dark street. 

Poor kid, Nick thought as he ran, she walks out of the cafe straight 
into the arms of Johnny Wu. She probably trusts me about as much as 
I’d trust Heinrich Himmler. 

He was running lightly and easily. He thought he saw the girl 
perhaps fifty yards up ahead of him. Then his foot came down on a 
wet cabbage leaf and he fell, catching himself on a stack of crated 
cabbages before he hit the ground. Then the crate exploded into 
splinters, and cabbages rolled wildly on the street as bullets struck 
home. Nick bent low and had a look around. 

Johnny Wu was standing with his arm braced on the hood of the 
Rolls sending bullets at him with alarming accuracy. Nick thought 
about returning the fire but he had more important things to do and 


there was always the likelihood of hitting some bystander. Using the 
crated vegetables as protective cover, he withdrew farther down the 
street. He had lost all sight of the girl, but the Geiger counter was still 
registering. 

He checked the mouths of alleys as he went. The Geiger counter 
told him that she was still on the street ahead. Pursuit would soon be 
gathering behind him. Donovan’s arrest had done some good after all. 
Wu Wouldn’t have stepped in personally unless confusion were rife in 
the Chinese camp. He was not only a top agent but an executive on 
Hawk’s level, and as such he was supposed to avoid the dirty work 
and not risk getting shot or arrested. 

Nick stepped back to let one of the baggage carts transporting 
crated vegetables go by. As it turned in the direction in which he was 
headed Nick promptly stepped aboard, clinging to piled crates of 
turnips and keeping his eyes on the Geiger counter needle. The needle 
was moving back toward the high range. Unless the opposition had 
the same bright idea of hitching a ride, he was fast outdistancing them 
and gaining on Kathy Lin. 

Suddenly the motorized crate carrier jerked to a teeth-rattling halt. 
The counter was registering more strongly than it had since Kathy had 
come out of the cafe. Two men in the blue smocks of workmen began 
to scream at Nick that they weren’t insured to carry passengers and to 
get the hell off their truck. 

“All right,” Nick yelled back. “Take it easy, boys.” 

The area from which the radioactive emanations were originating 
was a comparatively deserted part of the square. There were several 
butcher shops, most of them around a delivery alley. Nick left the 
workmen still screaming at him and darted toward the mouth of the 
alley. Plunging with boyish eagerness down dark alleys in enemy- 
controlled territory had never been Nick’s idea of a smart move but he 
decided he would feel even stupider if he let the girl get away. 

No guts, no glory, Nicholas, he told himself and moved cautiously 
in to explore the alley, pressing himself against the side of the wall, 
walking quietly, Luger in hand. 

When he wanted to, Nick could move quietly enough to make a 
stalking leopard sound heavy footed and uncertain. He was halfway 
down the alley when he heard sounds of vociferous French coming his 
way. The market men he thought. They were leading Johnny Wu and 
his merry men right to him—just as Nick had been intelligent enough 
to get himself nicely trapped in a cul-de-sac. 

The alley ended in sheer brick wall. Along its sides were several 
large delivery doors. Nick tried them but they were all locked. There 
was one up ahead which showed a dim light under the door but he 
was too far away from it. 


A light went on at the mouth of the alley. The beam stopped two 
feet in front of Nick. He froze against the Wall while the light started 
jerkily down the alley, then switched back in his direction. There 
wasn’t a stick of cover anywhere. Without a moment’s hesitation Nick 
shot out the light. The man who had been holding the light came into 
silhouette. Nick held his fire. He had no desire to rub out a French cop 
or warehouse guard. 

“The American agent,” the man bellowed. “He’s here in this ...” He 
had signed his death warrant with his tongue. The impacts of Nick’s 
slugs knocked him three paces across the cobbles where he fell and lay 
quiet. He heard Wu’s authoritative bellowing in the background. 

“After him, men. He just robbed a cafe and shot the bartender in 
cold blood. And he is not even known in this quarter,” he heard Wu 
add. Crime in this quarter was rigidly controlled by the underworld 
and you weren’t supposed to murder people without clearing it first. 

Nick was too busy to laugh. As the first men came racing around 
the corner, he sent a hail of lead over their heads and the leaders 
quickly retreated. The trouble was that Nick had no way of knowing 
who were indignant market men and who were Wu’s spies. Well, he 
thought, that’s just going to be too bad. They should leave catching 
stick-up men to the police. 

He saw a metal cellar delivery door and with two quick shots, 
reduced the lock to scrap metal. Stray shots were even now 
ricocheting off the bricks in the alley. Nick lifted one of the metal 
doors and got down behind it. Johnny’s Wu’s hounds thought they 
had run the fox to earth and were going to get badly mauled by the 
time they found out that they’d treed a mountain lion. 

They came down in a group, running and firing, playing flashlights 
along the alley walls. Nick, standing on the sunken, cellar steps, his 
ammunition laid out in clips in front of him, met them with withering 
and accurate bursts of fire. They fell back outside the alley to regroup. 
A few bullets whanged off the hon grating from time to time but Nick 
didn’t even bother to return the fire. Just a waste of ammunition. 

He heard one of the Frenchmen say, “Ah, monsieur, I have just the 
thing which will bring that one out of hiding. I will get it.” 

Ah, monsieur, Nick thought, and I have just the thing for you, you 
officious bastard. It’s soft nosed, goes bang and hurts like hell. And 
you shall get it. He saw headlights play across the mouth of the alley 
and heard the sound of a heavy motor changing gear. What the hell 
are they doing now? Bringing up tanks? 

In a moment he had the answer. The lights swung and pointed 
straight down the alley. Nick had momentarily lowered the trap door 
over himself, and to the enemy the alley must have appeared empty. 
He could hear them shouting, confused, the voices and the machine 


coming nearer. 

He popped up shooting, a deadly jack-in-the-box. They were 
coming at him deployed like troops with tanks. What they had was a 
forklift, its two huge blades pointed directly at him. He took a chance 
and put out one of the headlights. The answering fire was more 
accurate and bullets whanged in numbers off the door as he ducked 
down again. Nick weighed the facts in a fraction of a second. He knew 
he couldn’t shoot apart the lock on the cellar door the way he had the 
padlock on the grating. And he’d only get about five feet if he tried to 
run for it. 

No one likes being cornered, it’s a nauseating, hopeless feeling and 
Killmaster was no happier about it than anyone else would be. But just 
as a prizefighter doesn’t like getting hit but knows what to do if he is, 
Nick wasted no time in despair. He took the long gamble without feat 
or regret. 

He could hear the motor of the forklift almost upon him. Bunching 
the power in his great legs, he exploded upwards from the top step, 
his dive carrying him out into the middle of the street. The world 
became a dizzying vortex of spinning alley, walls, cobbles and running 
figures. And always at the middle of the vortex was the one remaining 
light of the forklift on which all his attention was concentrated. 
Catlike, he twisted in midair as he fell, not caring how hard he came 
down on his left side as long as he didn’t injure his gun arm. 

He hit the street hard, taking the jolt on his left shoulder and 
holding the Luger high. Shots whanged off the steel door and over his 
head as the opposition tried to Change their range. 

The shining blades of the forklift were a few feet away and the 
driver was running the blades down quickly to street level, two 
motorized steel daggers that would cut him to bits the way a fork cuts 
cherry pie. Then he brought Wilhelmina to bear, squeezed the trigger 
and the remaining headlight went out. Nick bounced to his feet as 
light and quick as a matador. The driver halted the big machine in 
bafflement and its bulk was for the moment protecting Nick from the 
fire of the Chinese gunmen. 

Nick danced back, squeezing off a round at the forklift man. 

“Here I am,” he yelled in French. “Come and get me.” 

The motor revved up hard and the machine shot forward, the 
blades running up to the level of Nick’s genitals. Nick heard footsteps 
slapping down the alley. 

“Right here, you sonofabitch,” Nick said softly and stood his 
ground. The machine drove at him like a maddened iron bull and Nick 
faced its charge unflinching. The driver’s rage destroyed his reactions 
and he hit the brake a second too late. The shock of the powerful 
forklift cracking at full throttle into the alley wall brought a shower of 


bricks around Nick’s ears and clanging off the hood of the machine. 
The collision also knocked the driver right out of his seat on to the 
ground. 

Nick caught one of the blades and leaped into the driver’s seat. The 
stalled motor turned over at a touch of. the button. Nick found reverse 
on the third try. They were all about him, flashing lights, whipping off 
snap shots. A man with a long ugly meat-hook in his hand swung it 
viciously at Nick’s leg and attempted to climb aboard. Nick heard the 
clang of the blow bounce off the steel of the lift. The man was raising 
the hook for another blow. Nick took one hand off the wheel of the lift 
and drove the barrel of the Luger backhanded into the man’s face. He 
went down with a roar of pain and Nick turned his attention to a 
skinny one with a switchblade who came crawling across the motor. 

The Luger flashed in the darkness and Mr. Switchblade slid off the 
lift to the street The lift was coming around now and fast. 

He could have opened the throttle and gone tearing up the alley to 
safety. Sure he could, if he happened to have a_ bullet-proof 
windbreaker on. As the forklift turned he felt the tire bump over an 
obstruction and the air was filled with a shattering scream that broke 
off abruptly, as he viciously slewed the machine around. He saw a 
man just ahead aiming a pistol at him down a flashlight beam. Nick 
gassed the lift forward and ducked. The machine hit the wall with a 
crash that nearly threw Nick out of the seat. The man was impaled by 
the blade against the brick wall end the motor stalled again. Nick 
restarted it and backed off. The gunman with no stomach lay in a 
deep pool of blood. 

But there were just too many of them. Nick spun the lift and 
gassed it toward the wooden sliding door he had first noticed. 


Chapter 10 


THE HOTEL NEVADA 


THE DOOR in front of him was getting larger now. The shots from 
behind him were coming closer, too. Nick held the wheel with all the 
immense strength in his powerful arms and shoulders. He braced 
himself against the seat and trod hard on the gas at the last second 
before impact, his eyes narrowed against the shock. The door 
continued to get larger. What happened next would depend on how 
heavy the wood was. 

The forklift hit the wooden door and Nick felt the shock in every 
bone and muscle in his body. He heard the crash of the motor 
smashing into the wood and the ripping noise of tearing wood as the 
blades struck through the planks of the door. The machine went 
barreling through right into the building. It was a huge room in a 
butcher shop. By the dim light of a single bulb burning somewhere off 
to the front of the shop, he could make out the shadowy forms of row 
upon row of carcasses hung on hooks like a strange dry-cleaning shop. 

When he had the forklift far enough into the shop so that anyone 
coming in couldn’t use it for protection, he switched off the power and 
went back toward the door. They’d be coming in after him any second 
now. Get the first couple of men who rush the door and then they’d 
lay off for awhile. It was the kind of judgment you learned in the hard 
school of experience, and if you lived through that school the lessons 
saved your life later on. He upended a heavy chopping, table, got 
down behind it and waited. 

When they did come they played it cool. Two of them, one on each 
side of the door in low rolling dives toward the protecting shadows. 
The theory was that Nick couldn’t get them both. It was a poor theory. 
He could and did. One of them stirred and attempted to crawl farther 
into the shadows. Nick peered more attentively down the barrel of the 
Luger and its report reverberated through the building. The Chinese 
agent stopped crawling and lay still. 

There was silence from outside. The Chinese would have to start 
recruiting soon if Johnny Wu didn’t use his manpower more carefully. 
Nick, behind the butcher block, thought what he would do if he were 
in the Chinese’s shoes. The obvious thing was to encircle the building. 
After that they would break in at the front and charge him from both 
sides. 

There had to be a Way out. The Geiger counter lay in the alley 


somewhere, but the last emanations had been signaled from this 
building. If Kathy Lin had gotten in and out of here, then he could too. 

Unfortunately they weren’t going to give him time to look. Already 
he could hear the muffled sound of glass being broken in the front of 
the building. Decisive, Nick decided, was the word for Johnny Wu. 
With equal speed of decision Nick abandoned the butcher block and 
crept down the long alley of hanging carcasses to the front of the 
shop. He was just a little too late. 

They’d already gotten a man inside. As soon as they heard the first 
shot from the front of the shop, they’d know he was pinned down and 
come pouring in the broken doorway. So it would have to be silent. 

He flicked Wilhelmina’s safety to “on” and replaced her in his 
waistband. Not far away he heard a floorboard creak, then silence, as 
the clumsy one waited to see if there was any reaction to his misstep. 
The stalker apparently thought that Nick was waiting for him back at 
the broken door. 

Slowly and silently Nick stalked the stalker, lifting one foot 
straight up and exploring gently with his toe as he put it down. Very 
slowly they were working toward each other in the dark. Now Nick 
could hear the slow, careful intake of breath as the other man 
concentrated on his stalk, unaware of death, coming silently on Nick’s 
right through the files of hanging beef. 

The man was in the next row, a couple of steps away. Nick froze 
into total immobility. Nick let him come to him, unwilling to risk as 
much as a breath at this point. Then the man took another cautious 
step, Nick took a single fast step through the rows, catching the thug’s 
gun-hand in one vise-like paw and driving his other hand over the 
mouth. He heard the panic-stricken release of breath and heard the 
gun thump to the wooden floorboards. Then he released the man’s 
wrist and brought Hugo, the deadly slim stiletto into play. With one 
practiced movement he slid the blade up between the third and fourth 
ribs, then stepped back, easing his victim to the floor. 

At that moment Nick was caught in the beam of a flashlight. He 
reacted instantly and ducked backward into the rows of beef. Then as 
his hands fell on one of the carcasses he tightened his grip and lifted. 
He had seen butchers and delivery men staggering around with the 
beef over their shoulders, but he hadn’t realized how heavy they were 
till now. 

Slowly the great muscles took up the tremendous burden and 
disengaged it from its hook and he stood teetering, holding the body 
of the steer. With a last effort he called upon years of conditioning to 
extract a final obedience from his tortured muscles and drove the dead 
steer straight at the light. 

He heard the click of the hammer but by then the barrel was 


plunged deeply into the meat by its impact and the explosion was 
completely muffled. Then the second gunman hit the floor buried 
beneath the carcass of the steer and Nick knew that he wasn’t going to 
get up again. 

Johnny Wu had lost a few men tonight. He must be pretty anxious 
to get ahold of me, Nick reflected Thoughtfully he retrieved the fallen 
gunman’s flashlight. Shielding the beam from the front of the shop, he 
played it about the room. The light revealed only the hanging meat, 
saws and cleavers and other paraphernalia of the butcher’s trade. 

Then in the corner. A stairway. Nick’s eyebrows raised in delight. I 
can hold that damn stairway until next Christmas if I don’t run out of 
ammo, he thought. Ten shots left. Great. It would cost the Chicoms ten 
men to get up those stairs. Swiftly, he went up. 

The room was almost empty. Crates of canned goods were piled 
here and there and a few empty wine bottles littered the floor. 
Apparently the good butchers of Les Halles were in the habit of taking 
their coffee breaks up here. The stairs continued upward to another 
door that looked securely locked. Nick would have liked to have been 
able to make a further reconnaissance of the room but he had to stay 
at the stairs to hear what was developing beneath him. 

He shielded himself behind the doorframe and prepared to wait. 
Sooner or later the butchers would start coming to work or the police 
would arrive and he’d be able to slip out in the confusion. Until then 
he had a wax to fight. 

Suddenly a light pleasant voice spoke to him in perfect English. 

“Are you the American agent, Nick Carter?” 

Nick whirled with the gun leveled at the sound of the Voice. 

“Tt would be most unkind of you to shoot me when I have gone to 
such trouble to make your acquaintance.” It was a girl’s voice. He 
whipped the flashlight about the room but was unable to find her. 

“Kathy Lin?” Nick said. 

“Enchanted,” she said. “I’m up here.” 

Nick aimed the light upward. It caught first one slim golden leg 
and traveled up along an equally pleasing golden thigh to where a 
spectacularly dirty dress was gathered at the waist. It clung tightly, 
low cut at the bodice to reveal the tops of two small exquisitely 
formed breasts. The girl was sitting astride a high wooden partition, 
her cute little face regarding him gravely. The fact that the face was 
painted in the garish colors of a Parisian streetwalker and her long 
black hair hung uncombed and tangled didn’t diminish from, the 
attractiveness of the whole. 

“Would it be too much to ask what in hell you might be doing up 
there, Mademoiselle Lin?” Nick asked courteously. 

“T find it necessary to sleep in here when it is unsafe at the hotel. 


Monsieur the butcher keeps his expensive tinned delicacies in here so 
it is always locked. And it is warm and dry. I walked around all night 
twice before I found this. Now I just climb up here every night.” 

“When is it unsafe to sleep at the hotel? I mean more than usual?” 
Nick asked. 

“When that horrible little fat man comes around looking for girls 
for Wu-tsung. You see, I don’t live in a very nice hotel.” 

“You mean Johnny Wu.” 

“Yes, that is his imperialist name.” She broke into pidgin French. “I 
tell evly belly me little Viet girl abandoned by my Flench palatlooper. 
But funny little fat man know who I am if he sees me. Me have to hide 
when he come round or him tly to bling me kiss-kiss for Wu-tsung and 
he recoglize me light off.” 

“Old Arthur’s stock doesn’t seem to be too high anywhere,” Nick 
laughed. “You might be interested that Johnny Wu and all the gang 
are right downstairs waiting to be invited up.” 

“Then if you’ll help me down, I’ll show you my secret way out,” 
She said. Nick’s laughter was quiet but hearty. 

“She’ll show me a way out, the girl says.” 

“But I will,” she cried. 

“T believe it,” Nick said. “I’m about ready to believe anything 
about you.” 

He lifted his arms and her small rib cage fitted almost exacdy into 
the span of his huge hands. He held her in the air a moment until she 
could free her legs of the partition, then lowered her gently to the 
floor. Nick stopped her as she started across the room. 

“The shoes,” he said, “have to come off. What d’you -think Johnny 
Wu will think if he hears a pair of high heels clipping along over his 
head?” 

She balanced against Nick with one hand as she bent to remove the 
spikes. Even in the dark, Nick could appreciate the lines of the slim 
young legs and the graceful hips. 

Nick kept up a rear guard action as they crossed the floor silently. 
The window slid open with a noise that made Nick wince but there 
were no sounds from the ground floor. Cautiously they climbed 
through to the roof. Nick closed the window behind them—no point in 
blazing a trail. 

“You see,” she said, “behind this roof is another closed alley. I 
come in through the cellar but if we can climb over that high wall and 
drop down there’s an alley that leads to the Rue St. Denis.” 

Together, with the girl clutching his arm, they worked their way 
across the root The tile footing was tricky. 

The wall nestled against a one-story machine shop. It wouldn’t be 
too hard to get up on the roof, Nick saw at once, but the drop would 


be long to the alley. He looked worriedly at her face. 

“Think you can make it?” 

She turned her face away and said, “Yes.” 

Nick looked again. The girl was scared stiff. 

“Yow’re sure, Kathy?” If she dropped in her present state she could 
rely on a couple of broken ankles at the minimum. 

She said yes again. 

“Nuts,” Nick said. Orientals and their damned ideas of face. 

“Kathy, honey,” he said. “T’ll tell you what we’ll do. You put your 
arms around me like this ...” 

As she clasped him in the old man-woman position, her legs locked 
tight. Nick slowly eased himself off the wall, taking the weight of both 
of them on his arms and shoulders. Then he let go, hunching his head 
in and hoping to God he wouldn’t knock himself silly with this parlor 
trick. 

His legs took most of the shock, sending a flaring burst of pain 
throughout his body. As he hit he dropped on the corded muscles of 
his back and rolled. For just a moment she lay under him, looking up, 
then they were both on their feet laughing and running down the 
alley. 

She led him through a street lit only by the random night owl cafes 
to her hotel. It was getting late. Even the market streetwalkers had by 
now struck their bargains or called it quits. She pointed at something 
—perhaps it was her hotel—and Nick noticed her hand. 

“Your ring, Kathy. What happened to your signet ring?” 

“Oh, that,” she said carelessly. “That I gave to Mad-moiselle St. 
Martin in the cafe. You see I thought I might be caught sometime ...” 

“That’s all right, Kathy,” Nick said. “But now I’ve got a phone call 
to make.” 

They went to the nearest open cafe to make the call. The 
proprietor, a fussy old type with a walrus mustache, wiped down the 
bar and cast disapproving glances at Kathy while Nick called. First he 
tried Dominique but there was no answer at her place. Then he woke 
Rusty Donovan up. He told him to find Dominique and get the ring 
from her, then meet him first tiling in the morning with it at a nearby 
cafe. 

He took Kathy back to her hotel. I couldn’t think of a better safe- 
house than a Les Halles whorehouse if I tried, Nick thought. On the 
first landing a tired-looking fat woman tossed a towel at him and 
demanded ten francs before letting him proceed upstairs. Kathy’s eyes 
gleamed maliciously. 

“At first I stayed on the left bank,” she chattered as they went up 
the narrow stairs, “but many of the Chinese students there knew me or 
were curious, so I came to the Hotel Nevada here in Les Halles where 


people do not ask so many questions. It would have been a 
magnificent ruse but for the fact that Wu-tsung’s servant heard that 
there was a new Oriental girl in the quarter and sought me out 
continually.” 

They entered a small room which was furnished with a narrow 
bed, a chair, a washstand, a bidet and a small table, When the door 
was closed she turned to him. 

“Do you have news of my father? Has he safely reached the United 
States? I have not heard and suspect the worst.” 

Nick looked at her. 

“No,” he said softly, “it didn’t work. Johnny Wu caught him and 
he’s back in China.” 

She listened in silence, her soft brown eyes filling with tears, then 
she turned her head away. 

“Tt’s all been wasted. I must go back to China.” 

“That,” said Nick, “would be about the silliest thing you could do. 
Never cash in your chips when you’re winning, honey.” 

He explained the situation and the plans afoot to get Dr. Lin out of 
China. 

“Don’t you understand?” she said. “They will kill him rather than 
let him go. I must give myself up to Johnny Wu so that they will know 
that we do not plan to escape.” 

Nick’s eyes grew flat. He didn’t like explaining the facts of modern 
life to the young and innocent. 

“T don’t think either you or your father have much choice in the 
matter if it comes to that. A great many people would say the hunger 
of hundreds of millions of people is more important than what you 
think. I’m sorry, Kathy.” 

The girl looked back up at him. 

“T’m sorry. I was quite selfish. Let me wash the signs of the market 
prostitute from my face and think.” 

Nick lay back on the bed. There was nothing he could do until 
Rusty caught up with Dominique and brought him the ring. 
Meanwhile he might as well grab a couple of hours of sack time while 
he had the chance. Hawk would have him moving again tomorrow. 

He heard the sound of a crudely rigged low pressure shower and 
out of the corner of his eyes caught flashes of golden young limbs as 
she twisted out of the tight dress and darted into the shower stall. 
Damn it, he thought, I’d feel a lot better if Kathy and Dominique 
hadn’t jumped the gun on that signet ring. He opened his eyes 
sometime later to find her toweling herself in the corner. When she 
saw him she wrapped the towel around herself Without haste and 
smiled. 

“T thought you were asleep, Mr. Carter.” 


“T am,” he said and rolled over. 

He could smell the freshness of the well-soaped young body as she 
came and sat on the bed. Her hands stripped the torn bloody clothes 
from his great body. 

“T feel better now,” she said. “But I am still very much afraid. 
Before I was upset from running and hiding and disguising myself as a 
woman of no worth.” She chuckled. “You are such a huge foreign 
devil that poor Kathy will have to sleep on the floor.” 

When Nick suggested that he sleep on the floor she shook her 
head. 

“IT am very worried. I will be awake all night thinking about what I 
should do. I shall sleep in the chair.” 

Nick laughed and pulled her down on the bed, stripped off the 
towel and wrapped her in the spread, five minutes later she was 
asleep. 


'? 


Chapter 11 


ARTHUR’S CREATIVITY 


IN WASHINGTON telephones jangled and _ officials held 
contingency conferences deciding what their department’s share of the 
credit would be if AXE succeeded in bringing the renowned Dr. Lin 
out of Red China to the West. A well-known correspondent printed a 
hint that certain well-known heads would roll if a certain secret 
operation turned out to be a fiasco. An airplane stood by to whisk the 
President beyond the reach of diplomats and reporters if anything 
went wrong. In the midst of all this, Hawk, looking more than usually 
like a country editor bringing out his weekly edition on Thursday 
afternoon, went calmly about necessary details and spoke with no one 
that he didn’t have to. 

The key to all this official furor was to be found on this spring 
morning sleeping peacefully on the top floor of a Paris whorehouse 
hotel on a thin mattress that had borne the seed of a thousand quick 
unions. A breeze from the river stirred the curtains of the one wide 
window. The sound of truck motors and honking horns came in with 
the breeze and filled the tiny room. 

Nick came awake suddenly, as he always did. Kathy Lin was up 
and dressed. Washed and in a clean dress, she had the subtle, 
intoxicating beauty of the Eurasian woman. 

Seeing her regarding him gravely, Nick pulled the bed-clothes 
which he had cast off in the night around him and lit a cigarette. 

“T think, Nick,” she said, “that perhaps you think I am a virgin or a 
child. I am neither you know.” 

She sat beside him on the bed and ran her hand over the great 
plateau of muscle which was his chest. 

“T think that you were a sleepy little girl,” Nick said smiling at her 
through the smoke. 

“In China,” she said, “it is believed that if you save a life it is yours 
to do with as you please.” 

Nick caught her and pulled her down, tasting the soft fragrance of 
her lips and feeling the quick sensuality of her slim body. Reluctantly 
he stopped. 

“Did not the Master say virtue should never be abandoned even if 
one goes to live among the barbarians?” Nick asked, cocking a 
quizzical eyebrow. 

The girl laughed with delight. 


“A Confucian scholar in addition to the rest of his innumerable 
virtues. I think Confucius was referring to a more philosophic virtue.” 

Nick said, “You will have to write a note to yout father explaining 
the situation.” 

Her mood changed at once. 

“Of course, I’ll write it as you get dressed.” 

Nick looked at his watch and dressed quickly. When she finished 
writing he took the note and said, “Time to go and meet the man. 
We're going to be late,” 

“T will not be sorry to leave my happy little home,” she said as she 
closed the door behind them. 

They weren’t late. The man was late. A half hour after the 
scheduled time for the CIA man to meet them, they were still sitting in 
the warm morning sunshine over cold coffee. Great banks of yellow 
and red flowers surrounded them on every side as the flower sellers 
opened up for the day. The market men were a tourist’s delight. A 
news paper man went by hawking lurid headlines about the great 
underworld battle that had taken place in Les Halles early this 
morning. 

Nick needed only a glance at the Irishman’s worried face, as he 
picked his way over the fast running gutters toward their table, to 
know something had gone wrong. 

“What’s up, Rusty,” Nick said quietly. 

The CIA man nodded briefly at Kathy and stared back steadily at 
Nick. 

“We can’t find Dominique St. Martin. Naturally we’ve tried her 
house, her parents, her office, everywhere... .” 

“Did you try Johnny Wu’s chateau?” Nick inquired softly. “Damn 
it, I told her not to go home last night. I told her what to do and how 
to do it... .” 

“We’d have to have an operational clcarance,” Rusty said 
doubtfully. “There could be a lot of repercussions. ...” 

“You’ve got an operational clearance from me,” Nick snarled. 
“Never mind. [’ll do it. You take Kathy back to the safe house. Don’t 
let her out of your sight for a minute. If the Chinese couldn’t find her 
there in the last two weeks, I doubt if they’ll find her there today. 
Remember, don’t leave her alone for a second!” 

“ve got it, sir,” the CIA man said. 

“Tll need your car. You two can walk back from here. If anyone 
bothers you on the street, shoot them and ask questions later.” And, 
Nick said savagely, “Stay at the hotel until I come for you.” 

Seconds later, Nick was in Donovan’s government motor pool 
Chevy, driving it viciously through the traffic. The Tuileries gardens 
had never been prettier, with the long green lawns shimmering in the 


last of the morning’s mists and the small trees breaking into bud 
across from the old stone massiveness of the Louvre. Nick, however, 
had no time for beauty as he cursed the traffic that was taking its time 
to unsnarl. 

If Wu didn’t know the significance of the ring Dominique was 
carrying, he would very shortly. Dominique was a fighter, but it 
wasn’t simple arm twisting Wu had learned in the NKVD Interrogation 
School. 

And if the Chicoms had even an inkling of Hawk’s plans to get Dr. 
Lin out of China, they would move him fast and far. Or, perhaps even 
as his daughter feared, put him out of harm’s way rather than risk 
losing him. He was sorry that butcher had stepped in front of his gun 
when he tried to eliminate Johnny Wu last night. He would have 
killed him with less compunction than a garden snake—at least the 
reptile had some right to live. 

The stop at Dominique’s houseboat would be brief. Nick had found 
her secret hiding place and thought there was just the odd chance that 
she might have stashed the ring there before she was taken. 

At the river’s edge, he double-parked and went swiftly down the 
stairs. Nick’s sketchy reconnaissance showed the houseboat to be 
deserted. The door was unlocked, and when he entered he found no 
sign of a struggle—but that meant nothing. When he checked the 
secret drawer in her secretary it was as empty as the house. 

He wanted to get to Wu’s chateau in a hurry. But first there was 
one more thing to check out. Calmly, without wasted motion, he went 
out the back door and crossed to the abandoned coal barge where the 
tramp Henri dwelled. The barge appeared to be as empty as the 
houseboat. Then Nick’s sensitive ears picked up the sound of 
movement below deck. 

He found him in the darkness of the hold. The grizzled old face 
was now caked with congealed blood and the grimy old coat wet and 
sodden. Nick tried his pulse. The old man moaned, fluttered his eyes 
and tried to speak, but the words were unintelligible. 

“You need a doctor,” Nick said. “I’ll send one as soon as I can. Why 
didn’t you go to the police?” 

“Pas les vaches,” the old man. muttered. “No fuzz. I tried ... I tried 


Then his strength completely ran out. Nick knew who had done it 
anyway. In the houseboat he sent for a police ambulance and went 
back to the Chevy. He had no clear plan in mind since the situation 
was constantly changing. All you needed was lots of luck and a fast 
outfield. The trouble was his team was always dropping the ball every 
time it was hit to them. That was why N3 liked to work alone. I much 
prefer, he told himself with grim humor, to make my own mistakes. 


He pushed the Chevy hard on the relatively empty mid-morning 
roads and made good time. He left the Chevy in the clearing where 
Donovan had waited in the truck. His previous study of aerial 
photographs had left the topographical details of the estate imprinted 
in his mind. Surely, with an exact knowledge of where he was going, 
he struck off through the woods. The path was slippery with spring 
dampness. It only occurred to him later that this was a fatal blunder. 
He was so damn close to winning. The chateau was visible now 
through the lightly leaved trees. He soon realized his mistake when 
the dogs came at him from behind a thicket; two snarling Dobennans 
—animal buzz saws with four legs to move them around and a brain 
to direct, them. The first dog died growling and snarling as it made its 
leap at Nick’s throat. It went somersaulting off into the thicket under 
the impact of a slug from Wilhelmina. The second one hit Nick full in 
the chest. He reeled back under the dog’s weight feeling the heat of its 
excited breath and the odor of its mouth, looking directly into the 
seemingly endless rows of teeth which had only one purpose, to slash 
into the warm blood vessels of Nick’s throat. 

As Nick slipped the gleaming stiletto from its sheath, one arm up 
to defend his throat, he felt the stunning force of something on the 
back of his head. For a fraction of a second he hovered, on the edge of 
consciousness, fighting for the use of his facilities, then the outraged 
cells of his brain gave up the unequal battle and everything fell into 
darkness. 

Hours later, days perhaps, he felt himself coming to, aware of light 
and sounds. He would much rather have stayed under but he felt 
repeated pains in his cheek. His eyes opened and met the slim, almond 
eyes of Arthur at close range, his pudgy face folded into its ever- 
present grin. He understood, then, that Arthur was slapping him. Nick 
reacted at once and discovered that his hands were well tied. 

Nick smiled gently at Arthur. 

“Arthur,” he said in his most friendly tone. “If you don’t stop that 
now, I’ll tear your head off and bounce it back to you like a 
basketball, do you understand?” 

The next slap was considerably harder. In the background someone 
was chuckling. Nick recognized the deep baritone of Johnny Wu. 

“He seems to be coming around. You’d better have a care, Arthur. 
He is a resourceful and dangerous man, is Tung-chih Carter.” 

Arthur hit Nick again, backhand with his knuckles. 

“That will do for the time being, Arthur,” Wu said. 

Arthur drew away and Nick found himself looking out into 
sunshine, so bright it hurt his eyes. He turned his head from the glare. 
Wu was sitting beside the window in a wooden armchair, his 
handsome head bent over a chessboard. Beside him on the floor was a 


portable radio that crackled and buzzed intermittently. Wu picked it 
up before turning to Nick and said, “This is the chateau. The hunt is 
over. Recall all units and send them back to work.” 

He looked at Nick, his black eyes expressionless. 

“Are you a chess player, Tung chih?” 

“Haven’t had much time recently,” Nick said. 

“Then perhaps you are familiar with the principle that a pawn is 
always to be sacrificed for a more important piece.” 

Nick raised his eyebrows and said nothing. He was curious as to 
why Wu, dressed in a silk sport shirt, with his mohair jacket over the 
back of the chair, was playing the. country gentleman with his 
prisoner. 

“The exception to this rule is valid when the pawn defends a 
critically important square, is that not so, comrade?” 

Nick was too smart to be drawn into this debate. 

“T ask myself” he went on, “Wu-tsung, why does the West send 
their queen to protect a pawn? I find no answer. What does the pawn 
protect?” 

“Have you asked the pawn?” Nick inquired. 

Wu fit a long slim cigar and regarded Nick thoughtfully. 

“It is to be regretted,” he said slowly, “that I was forced by 
circumstances to leave the interrogation of the pawn to my idiotic 
compatriot. He has his virtues, but lightness of touch and good 
judgment are, regrettably, not among them.” 

Nick heard Arthur giggling at this reference to himself. 

“The girl,” Wu said, “is unfortunately broken, useless and probably 
dead by now.” 

Poor Dominique, Nick thought, glancing at Arthur. Anything that 
fat bastard could think up wouldn’t be very pleasant. Probably wasn’t 
even - human. Not that Wu was famous for his nice ways either. But 
apparently she hadn’t talked. 

“Still,” Wu continued, “we are soldiers. When the battle is lost we 
regroup and minimize our losses. I will tell you frankly, I would like 
to know why you have come for the St. Martin girl.” 

Nick was puzzled. Although he was in no great hurry for things to 
get started, he didn’t see why Wu didn’t Start shaking up the castor oil 
and heating the branding irons. He must have known Nick wasn’t 
going to answer his questions. 

“You didn’t come out of chivalry, did you?” Wu suddenly inquired. 
“You are not by chance a fool? For the sake of the girl? No,” he said 
shaking his head. “She had something you need.” 

Nick felt a slight sensation of sadness at the fact that the Chinese 
spymaster was right. He had not come for the girl, primarily. But she 
was not out of his thoughts as much as Johnny Wu thought she was. 


Arthur’s giggle interrupted Wu’s monologue as the rotund Chinese 
started toward Nick. 

“T will plant the bamboo shoots under his nails and. answers will 
sprout,” was Arthur’s cheerful suggestion. 

Wu’s face darkened. He left his chair and slapped Arthur hard 
across the face, nearly knocking him down. 

“You will do as you’re told—when you're told. It is your stupidity 
that is keeping me here when I should be elsewhere.” 

Johnny Wu grabbed Arthur’s chest, his hard hand twisting the 
right nipple until the man screamed. Wu continued to twist and 
Arthur continued to scream for some time. Finally Wu shoved his man 
toward a couch and Arthur lay there slumped and, to Nick’s 
amazement, giggling to himself. The sound sent tendrils of horror up 
Nick’s spine. He wondered what Arthur thought was a big laugh and 
admitted to himself that he didn’t much want to find out Wu turned to 
Nick as if nothing had happened. 

“You see, Comrade Carter, you have nothing to lose. Tell me what 
Dominique St. Martin had that you want and I will pay you enough to 
make it worth your while. After all, we are both in this for the money 
and now that I have the Lin girl, the money will assuage you for the 
irritation of your superiors.” 

I have the Lin girl. The words screamed in Nick’s brain like a cry of 
torment from the people who had fought and died to see that this did 
not happen. Something had gone terribly, horribly wrong. 

“You’re bluffing, of course,” Nick said , coolly, almost languidly. “I 
find your story a little incredible since I just put her on a U.S. military 
jet to America—unless you’ve managed to hijack that too.” 

“Right now,” Johnny Wu said, “Kathy Lin is on her way to—a 
place that is not America. 

“She was taken entering the Hotel Nevada in Les Halles,” he said 
consulting a notebook, “at ten-thirty this morning in the company of a 
redheaded American agent. The agent was not shot because I was 
forced to employ mercenaries familiar with the locale. They had no 
qualms about seizing an illegally entered alien from a place of 
prostitution but they balked at killing a passport-carrying American— 
at least for the price I was willing to pay.” 

Nick’s mind worked at top speed. Years of iron self-discipline had 
taught him the rare ability to think about first things first under any 
circumstances. 

“Frankly, once I knew the girl was based in the market quarter, I 
engaged the aid of the Marseilles underworld who have extensive 
interests along the Rue St. Denis, and by this morning I knew exactly 
where she was. It isn’t your fault the Marseilles gangsters know 
everything and everyone in the quarter.” 


Nick disagreed. He should never have left Donovan alone with the 
girl. Nonsense, a different part of his mind said, the move was 
reasoned and justifiable, you did what had to be done. 

“T tell you all this to demonstrate that -there is no longer any 
reason for you not to cooperate,” Wu said. 

“You know as well as I do that it has been done before for money 
and will be done again. Our funds are not unlimited but I can offer 
you five thousand dollars and your freedom.” 

He withdrew a cigarette from a silver box, lit and placed it 
between Nick’s lips. Sure, Nick thought. I sing my song and get a 
bullet for applause. He knows Dominique is a piece of the puzzle and 
without that piece Kathy Lin isn’t much good to him or I wouldn’t be 
here trying to get it back. And he’ll need the ring to show Dr. Lin if 
Kathy escapes or commits suicide or something. Nuts to you, Comrade 
Wu. 

“The Lin girl is on her way back to her father who must be 
humored because of the delicate and independent nature of his work. 
But since my compatriot’s method of interrogation was so 
spectacularly clumsy as to create an incident in the neighborhood, we 
are forced to leave here until the matter is cleared up. Thus I’m afraid 
I must have your answer now, Comrade Carter.” 

Wu paused expectantly. 

“Just what did Arthur do to her?” Nick asked quietly. 

The pitiless face of the Red Chinese stared calmly back at him. 

“Instead of using our interrogation room here,” he said, pointing 
toward a huge Courbet nude which occupied most of one wall, 
“Arthur, in his enthusiasm, took her to the stables and smeared her 
with the vaginal excretion of one of the riding mares, then tied her to 
the belly of my new stallion. The results were ...” Wu spread his 
palms and shrugged. 

“Her screams, of course, aroused the attention of our local 
employees. She was concealed in time but it won’t be long before 
various investigative agencies come to certain conclusions.” 

Nick fought down an urge to spill his breakfast over the parqueted 
floors of the room. He could not hear what Wu was saying any more. 
It was impossible to thrust the unmentionable scene in the stable from 
his brain. He kept seeing the frightened goaded horse plunging and 
the girl—to think about the girl was to invite the nausea that flowed 
over him in waves. The sound of Arthur’s low gurgling from the couch 
added to the sickness Nick felt. He had tortured in his time for his 
government too, but never for sport and never with unnecessary 
brutality. Wu was still talking. 

“It is important in the intelligence field to know exactly when a 
network has outlived its usefulness, don’t you think? I think now is 


such a time. I must have your answer now.” 

Nick heard a car on the graveled drive. 

“Well, Carter?” 

“T can’t help you, Wu,” Nick said groggily. 

“You are fool.” Johnny Wu’s voice was contemptuous. “Your 
option is to remain here with Arthur who is under orders to extract 
the information from you. I hadn’t thought, between professionals 
such a statement of the obvious would be necessary.” 

“Buzz off, Wu,” Nick heard himself saying in a surprisingly 
controlled tone of voice. “I have things to think about.” 

He heard Wu say, “Very well. Carry on, Arthur.” The great Courbet 
was sliding on hinges across the wall. Nick had rather liked Courbet 
up until then. 


Chapter 12 


A SURPRISE FOR ARTHUR 


JOHNNY WU’S chateau stood at the edge of the French “blue 
grass” country, which is noted for the quality of the racehorses bred in 
the vicinity. The chateau had one star in the Michelin Guide, and it is 
noted that Cardinal Richelieu was thought to have favored it as a 
hiding place and interrogation point for political prisoners, although 
the Guide is careful not to take responsibility for the veracity of the 
statement. Since the Chinese Trade Delegation leased the premises, 
the public was no longer permitted inside anyway. 

If the politically-minded Cardinal had made use of the chateau, 
Nick thought, he would never recognize his old hangout now. In the 
room behind the Courbet nude, all that was recognizable of the 
chateau was the magnificent parqueted floor. The walls and ceilings 
were lined with cork. In the middle of the room stood a fully 
equipped, electronically motorized operating table. A _ freezer 
compartment with sliding drawers for bodies stood against one wall. 
Against another wall stood racks of chemicals and several dictating 
machines. 

Arthur was fussing with his preparations—for all the world like an 
old chemistry professor preparing for his next class. 

“Every kid ought to have one of these, hey Arthur?” Nick drawled. 
Arthur giggled again and continued shuffling bottles around. Nick’s 
thoughts were not very pleasant no matter which way he turned them. 
He decided to concentrate on how he was going to get free and kill 
Arthur. Even that prospect didn’t look terribly bright at the moment. 

There was one factor on Nick’s side. Time. Wu had told Arthur that 
he could go with the truck when he had gotten what they needed out 
of Nick. Presumably the truck couldn’t wait around forever if the 
Chinese expected the cops. Still, if Arthur was in a hurry, God knows 
what he might think up. 

Now the little fat Chinese was coming around from behind his 
table with his hands behind his back. Nick braced himself. He had 
already tried the knots half a dozen times. Whoever had tied them 
knew his business. 

Arthur brought the chloroformed rag up quickly. Nick had time to 
take one quick breath, heavy with the odor of the rag before the 
compress was pressed hard against his face. Nick pushed with his head 
against the rag but Arthur was amazingly strong for such a little 


butterball. A minute became a half minute and Nick feigned 
unconsciousness. He had gone without breathing for four minutes 
before—when his lungs had been full of fresh air to start with. 

“The foreign devil sleeps peacefully,” Arthur oozed out in his 
rubbery chuckle. “But how is Arthur to be sure?” 

Suddenly something struck Nick in the stomach, as hard and as 
unexpected as a rifle slug. He doubled over gasping for air but 
drinking in the choking fumes of the chloroform instead. Out of the 
corner of one eye, Nick saw Arthur lift the heavy sashweight and 
strike again. Again he felt the agonizing shock and pain and then the 
fumes had him. He sank into darkness. 

He came to on the operating table. It wasn’t too uncomfortable 
except for a light shining directly into his face. This was a special 
table. The patient’s hands and feet were shackled. 

He had been stripped. Taped onto him at various places around his 
body where the major nerve endings came closest to the surface, were 
electrodes. 

“T bet it wouldn’t do any good to tell you everything I know right 
now,” Nick said. “You can’t do without your bit of fun, can you?” 

“You tell, you tell vellee soon,” he heard Arthur say. 

“This has really been a red letter day for you, pal.” 

There was no answer. Nick’s eyes faced straight ahead out of the 
room’s single high window. He could see lacy tops of trees and a sky 
full of fat fleecy clouds. He thought of Dominique, then it started. 

An electric motor hummed and Nick felt the current through his 
body simultaneously at half a dozen different places. His heart 
stopped with the jolt and his great body smashed against the leather 
shackles, spine arching like a steel hunting bow, his skull filled with 
the silent noise of brain cells discharging frantically along the wrong 
circuits. The machine stopped as suddenly as it started and Nick’s 
body relaxed. He drew long shallow breaths. His head ached violently, 
and if he were not in the peak of physical condition, the agonizing 
spasm would have broken his back like a matchstick. Sweat stood out 
on his forehead and rolled down his limbs. 

He could hear Arthur’s delighted giggle. By now, he realized that 
Arthur’s inhuman laughter had nothing to do with humor but was an 
individual neurasthenic, reaction and of definite sexual origin. Arthur, 
by some strange twist of psychology would like to have been where 
Nick was. 

“T just testee eqlipment. One ... two ... thleee,...” he giggled. 

Again came the blinding unearthly buzz through Nick’s body, and 
his mouth worked in a scream that the short-circuited brain was 
unable to deliver. When he had recovered sufficiently from the second 
dose of Yoltage he said, “Better not overdo it, comrade. Dead men tell 


no tales and then where’ll you be?” 

Arthur himself seemed to have grasped that simple fact and abated 
his enthusiasm a trifle. For the next few minutes he amused himself by 
disconnecting various electrodes and shooting individual currents of 
electricity into Nick’s body. After each one he would peer curiously at 
Nick and ask a question. 

Nick got tired of thinking up wisecracks and just refused to open 
his mouth. He knew that he was only going to be able to take a 
limited amount of this before the brain was thoroughly burned out 
and the great robust heart failed to start up again. 

Arthur’s giggle contained a new note, filling Nick with foreboding. 
He felt the electrodes being removed. Then Arthur clamped just two of 
them onto his genitals. The cold touch of the metal on his person 
transmitted a knowledge of the agony to come throughout his body to 
his brain. 

There must be some way of unshackling himself. He had spent 
enough time studying the methods of the late Harry Houdini. 
Unfortunately he had no control of his muscles when he was shackled 
to the table. 

“You wait here,” Arthur said abruptly. “I be gone no time.” 

“No hurry,” Nick said. “What in God’s name do you need that you 
don’t have here?” 

He heard the fat man flopping off out of the room. It Was too good 
to be true. He noted at once that one of the wires of the electrodes 
attached to his groin passed within an inch of where his hand was 
shackled to the table. With all his strength, Nick drove his hand 
against the shackle. He felt his fingertip brush the wire. He pushed 
harder. The leather of the shackle was like a knife against his wrist. 
His fingertip was touching the wire now with a quarter inch to spare. 
He didn’t dare push it or attempt to force it. With infinite care, he 
worked his long middle finger around until it touched the wire. 
Without daring to breathe, he rolled the wire along his fingertip until 
he had it in the crook of his knuckle. Then he pulled hard and felt the 
sting of the tape holding the electrode release. 

All well and good. He worked the wire through his fingers until it 
was taut, then gave a vicious tug. The wire came free of the 
generating machine. Working swiftly with his fingers, he looped the 
wire and explored the braces of the shackles. They weren’t locked. 
They were too far away from the table for the “patient” to reach them 
with his hands. 

Rebending the wire into the form of a fishhook, he slid it under the 
end of the strap and disengaged it from the buckle. He had to 
withdraw the wire once again to double it up for strength before it 
would release the buckle. 


Finally, the reluctant buckle gave way. At the same time, he could 
hear Arthur’s footsteps returning. He just had time to make sure that 
the shackle was fully clear and replace the electrode on his body 
before Arthur came back, rolling a second operating table ahead of 
him. 

On the table, naked, was Dominique St. Martin. Or what was left of 
her. He looked at her once and turned his head away. Her long yellow 
hair was stringy with blood and dirt. Her face was an unrecognizable 
mass of contusions and both her arms hung at unnatural angles. The 
lovely body was torn with cuts and colored by welts and blood. 

She was still breathing shallowly and moaning somewhere deep in 
her throat. Her beautiful young body that could dance and drive and 
resist disease and bear another life, was rapidly breaking down into so 
much compost, just part of the nitrogen cycle. 

Nick heard his name gasped through something that had once been 
a larynx. He forced himself to meet her eyes. It wasn’t easy. 

“Hello, love,” he said as lightly as he could manage. “Just as soon 
as I kill Arthur here, we’ll have you fixed up in no time.” 

She said something. He couldn’t make it out. It ended in “too late.” 

“Never too late, love,” Nick said cheerfully. “You'll be swinging 
like mad in a few days,” he lied. 

He heard Arthur chuckling again. 

“Lovers united again,” Arthur oozed. “Arthur will bling about their 
last bodily le-union. But fist thing, intellogation.” 

He wheeled the table upon which Dominique lay beside Nick’s. 
Then he began attaching electrodes to her body at the same place they 
were attached to Nick and fusing the two sets. 

“Tf you do not ansler qlestions then .... buzz-buzz big thrill for boy 
and girl.” He stepped around to start the machine. In a moment he 
would see that one of Nick’s wires was disconnected. 

“Once more I ask you..” 

They were the last words he ever spoke. Nick’s arm shot out like a 
striking snake and caught him by the belt. With his back half turned 
Arthur was caught completely by surprise. Nick yanked him hard to 
the table and caught him by the throat. Slowly he exerted pressure, 
like a man squeezing an exercise ball, the fingers closing like iron 
clamps on the flaccid throat. 

Nick was a professional. He had not been angry since he came to 
France, until he had come to the chateau. Dominique had changed all 
that. The heavy body sagged down. Nick squeezed with all the 
enormous strength in the muscles of his one arm and shoulder until 
his hand was completely buried in the folds of the fat man’s throat. 
For a moment he thought of keeping him alive and letting him taste 
his own medicine hut then with a last powerful flection of his hand he 


squeezed the life out of the fat body and flung it contemptuously to 
the floor. 

Unbuckled, he stretched and crossed to Dominique. Her breathing 
was getting more shallow every minute. Her great eyes fluttered open 
for a moment then closed again. Something resembling a smile 
appeared on her lips. With infinite effort she managed to place a hand 
on his arm. 

“You got out. You will always get out. But the poor people who try 
to keep up with you ...” There was the suggestion of a shrug. “I used 
to be that way myself ... “ 

“T’m sorry, Dominique,” Nick said softly. “I’ll get a doctor....” 

“Don’t be sorry, cheri,” she said softly. “We had the all-time 
best...” 

“T’'m going to call a doctor,” Nick said. “I’ll be right back.” He had 
few hopes though. Her body temperature was fatally low and her 
breathing hardly discernible. 

“So little time,” she breathed. “Johnny Wu has the girl.” 

“T know,” Nick said grimly. “Pll find him.” 

“He’s taken her to the villa at Biarritz ... Villa ... Villa ... Sans 
Souci...” 

Even dying her Frenchness caused her to smile slightly at the irony 
of the villa’s name. Villa Without Care. 

“They killed poor Henri.... He tried to stop them ...” her voice 
weakened. 

“The ring, Dominique,” he said urgently. “What did you do with 
the ring?” Her smile was gende. 

“But of course, Nicholas. I am wearing it. Here.” 

She was too weak to lift her hand. The ring wasn’t very noticeable 
and the Chinese had not known what they were looking for. Nick 
kissed her gently and he could see that even that hurt. He went to the 
front room and phoned for a doctor. When he returned she was dead. 


Chapter 13 


A GIFT FOR JOHNNY 


SAVAGELY Nick tore a tapestry from the wall of the outer room 
and covered Dominique’s body. Then he stood there quietly for a 
moment, unable to sort out his feelings. A minute later he dressed. His 
arsenal—Wilhelmina the Luger, Hugo the stiletto, and Pierre the gas 
pellet— he found next to Johnny Wu’s chair. 

Nick called the CIA number. Donovan was abject. 

“[ve been dreading this call, Nick,” he began. 

“Never mind,” Nick snapped. “It was a well-planned ambush. 
Anyone could have walked into it. It’s only by chance that you’re alive 
to be sorry. Now listen ...” 

Nick’s orders were short and crisp. When he hung up his eye fell 
on a sideboard with a bowl of fruit. Through the window he could see 
men loading a truck and glancing impatiently back at the house. An 
idea came to him. In a cold fury he stalked through the house until he 
found what he wanted. When he was through, Arthur’s body sas 
crammed into the small trunk like a man in a tiny bath tub. Then he 
applied what painters call a finishing touch. 

From one of the bowls he extracted an apple and, prying open the 
dead torturer’s jaws, jammed it firmly in his mouth. Shaking with 
black laughter, Nick scrawled a note and partially inserted it in 
Arthur’s vest pocket. The note read: 

Johnny Wu: I think this is yours. So much for pigs. 

With love from AXE 

Nick locked the trunk and pocketed the keys. Then he dragged the 
trunk outside to where the men were standing around the truck. 

“This is to go,” he said shortly. 

One of the men looked at him suspiciously. 

“Where is the fat one?” 

Nick shrugged. “He departed some time ago. My instructions were 
to send this when it was packed.” 

He shrugged again and went back inside. After the truck left he 
walked across the lawns back to the clearing where he had left the 
car. A few hours later he was in the AXE Depot talking to Washington. 
Hawk listened impassively to Nick’s story. 

“Can I get the Air Force to fly me to Biarritz or someplace nearby?” 
Nick asked. “Do it fast enough, I can get there before Johnny Wu and 
welcome him home.” 


“Dying to get a shot at him, aren’t you?” Hawk said scanning 
Nick’s face. 

“Frankly, yes,” Nick said meeting his eyes. 

“Well,” said Hawk, looking dryer than ever, “Afraid ’'m going to 
have to disappoint you, Nick.” 

Nick’s face remained unchanged as he met Hawk’s eyes. Hawk 
wouldn’t call him off without a good reason. 

“As I told you the last time, the situation’s changing in China. Our 
escape route for Dr. Lin is about to dry up on us. If we don’t get him 
out now, we probably never will. In addition there is the fact that a 
powerful clique in the government wants Dr. Lin eliminated now 
before he makes another break for freedom. They may get their way 
and kill him before we can get to him. So you’re going to China, 
Nick.” 

There was a moment of silence. For once in his life, Nick didn’t 
know what to say. 

“Yes, sir,” seemed as good as anything else. 

“It’s not as hopeless as it sounds, Nick. Don’t forget I’ve been 
pouring money and effort into this operation for some time. I wouldn’t 
send you in there naked. You'll be well supported, and I think I’ve got 
the actual operation set up pretty well. I was going to send you later, 
but Dr. Lin’s worth too much propaganda-wise for them to risk his 
coming over to the West or for us to risk their killing him.” 

“How about the girl?” Nick said. “Will he stay in the West if his 
daughter isn’t there?” 

Hawk ground out his cigar. 

“She’ll be there. Johnny Wu’s gone to ground in Biarritz. We can’t 
go get him and he can’t leave. It’s not our country, you know. The 
French and Spanish Coast Guard will be observing him day and night 
on the water and we'll be watching everything that moves on land. He 
can’t hurt the girl because then they have nothing to deal with. But 
they could kill Dr. Lin and then kill the girl. That’s what you’re going 
to prevent.” 

Nick settled back in his chair. The briefing would be thorough. He 
fingered the signet ring in his pocket as Hawk held up a large aerial 
photograph divided into grids. 

“We’ve scheduled a flight for tomorrow night to take you there. 
I’ve paid a great deal of money to go-betweens in Lahore....” 

Johnny Wu, Nick thought, had received a brief reprieve. 


Chapter 14 


TAKLA MAKAN 


THE STARS shone with diamond-like clarity. Nick thought he 
could almost reach up and touch them. He felt a change of motion and 
knew the plane was preparing to land. A moment later the pilot’s 
voice rose through the intercom. 

“We’re approaching the drop area. Stand by. I’ll give you the word 
at two minutes with a quarter minute count-down to fifteen seconds.” 

“Check,” Nick said lazily. It was all old stuff. 

“You’ve got a nice night, chum,” the pilot said sympathetically. 
“Lotta moon, no wind. Should drop you within a quarter mile of the 
target. Can’t guess why the OA wants a man out in this big empty 
space for?” 

The pilot tended to be loquacious. Why not? In ninety minutes 
he’d be back blowing the foam off of a few cool ones in the officers’ 
club. Nick didn’t even bother to inform him that he wasn’t a CIA man. 
Maybe the pilot liked the moon. Nick didn’t. He could see the desert 
floor beneath him. From this altitude, in the moonlight, it was as 
unreal as so much elephant hide. He knew where he’d be landing and 
didn’t need the moon to find it. And the moon would be a big help to 
anyone who picked up the modified U-2 plane he was coming in on. 
They might just guess there was a drop on. It was pretty likely that the 
Chicoms would keep careful Watch on the sky around their ultra hush- 
hush biology labs. 

They made their approach high over the Chinese border and 
descended sharply to an altitude where Nick could jump without his 
blood boiling from the lack of pressure. 

Nick adjusted his oxygen mask over his blackened face. The black 
face was fashion coordinated with his black jump suit, helmet and 
parachute—the special night-sports version. 

The pilot gave Nick his two-minute check. Nick twisted the dial of 
the ejection seat to “operate.” When he went out through the canopy 
he would be a man without a country. Everything about him’ was 
sterile except the AXE tattoo that would reveal him to Chinese 
Intelligence as a man to get special, though hardly preferred, 
treatment. 

“You all set, chum?” the pilot asked. 

“Anywhere on the next street will be fine.” 

“Well, good luck, pal.” 


“Thanks,” Nick said laconically and listened to the pilot counting 
backwards from fifteen. He just hoped the guy was the hot rock he 
gave the impression of being, and that he knew how to read his 
instruments. A foul-up of a few seconds up here would mean miles of 
walking before he got to his base camp. Or he could land above the 
snow line of some of the world’s highest and most rugged mountains 
in bordering Tibet. But procedure required that this other joker fly 
instead of Nick, and so it was. As the count reached five, Nick rolled 
back the doors above his head. 

“Four ... three ... two ... one. 

Nick hit the ejection button. He felt the muffled crump of the 
cannon shell under his seat. Then he was ejected high up into the- 
night, and the cool air was bathing his face. He felt the tug of the 
pressure switch and his parachute opened with a tremendous jerk. For 
the first few thousand feet he gave himself to the pleasure of the 
parachutist, the sense of absolute peace and isolation he always had 
when suspended beneath sky and above earth. When he dropped far 
enough he began to take his bearings and guided the easily 
controllable chute toward his target area. 

The landing in the sand was soft. Nick hit and rolled easily, then 
got to his feet at once. There were a great many things to be done. 
They could wait, Nick decided. 

He was on the edge of the great Takla Makan desert. He was by no 
means the first white man who had dropped here and he wouldn’t be 
the last. But then again, it wasn’t exactly the Harvard Club of New 
York either. The night seemed too quiet. It was better looking at the 
stars from 50,000 feet. 

Everything depended on the Khuf tribesmen from now on. They 
were a hard-riding breed of tough little men, descendants of Caesar’s 
Bactrian cavalry, nomads who wandered from Asia Minor to China 
recognizing no borders but their own inclinations. They had been well 
paid to receive the supply drop of Nick’s equipment—a drop made by 
Hawk’s worldwide supply network. There was no way for Hawk or 
Nick to know what the nomads had done with it. If they had reported 
the arrangement for Nick’s drop to the Reds, everything would end 
when he gave his recognition signal. Escape would be impossible. 
Without guides no man could cover the hundreds of miles of desert or 
mountains which protected the Chinese biological and atomic test 
ranges from prying eyes. 

Nick walked along his compass course. Wilhelmina was within 
easy reach. Not that she would be of much use if the Khufs had 
double-crossed him. An honest mercenary, Nick thought, is a 
mercenary who stays bought. 

He stopped at the top of a dune. The Khuf encampment was below. 


”? 


He could see the men, robed against the cold desert night, sitting 
around the campfires. It was fifteen degrees and still dropping. 

Here goes, he thought. He flashed the recognition signal and 
waited. He knew they would have sentries posted. He had no 
intention of being shot while ambling into camp unannounced. 

There was the light ahead. These boys were alert. Nick flashed 
again and started down. They met him just outside the camp, three 
broad-shouldered men in turbans and robes. The one in the middle, 
hard-faced with a slim mustache, extended his hand. 

“Welcome to our camp, sir.” Nick shook the proffered hand. 

“Changra Lal?” 

“At your service.” The man bowed. His companions lowered their 
modern semi-automatic rifles and appeared more at ease. 

“You will excuse, please, the weapons,” Changra Lal said. “We do 
not usually go so near the Chinese installations. My brothers are 
cautious.” 

Nick murmured that he understood. He had no idea how matters 
stood, but this was the place that Hawk had decided to lay his bet on. 
Changra Lal, himself, was English-speaking, educated at the University 
of Lahore, and too much of a nomad to be sympathetic to any way of 
life as totalitarian as communism; also Changra Lal was wanted for a 
train robbery, committed in his native Afghanistan. 

Nick was anxious to learn whether his equipment had arrived and 
if it was still in one piece. But Changra Lal would hear none of it until 
they had eaten. The meal turned out to be goat meat stew and 
something that Nick hoped was dumplings—but he didn’t ask. 
Afterwards, there was a wine that tasted like sake but was much 
Stronger. Several toasts were offered and Nick drank like a trooper. It 
wouldn’t do to offend the tribesmen when they were his only road 
back to civilization. 

Several of the men passed out in front of the roaring fire before 
Nick decided that it was time to ask again about his equipment. 

Changra Lal, drinking from the bowl, laughed as he passed it on to 
the next man. 

“Why do you come so far to fight Chinese—bold devil who jumps 
from the sky? Join with us and you shall ride at my right hand. We 
shall make a fortune before the rivers are dry.” 

Nick laughed. 

“T’m not much of an organization man. I like to work alone.” 

The Khuf leader nodded sagely as if he understood perfectly. 

“You are a wise man, American. You do not wish to share the 
rewards that your great talents gain you. You will command a fortune 
in ransom from the Chinese dogs when you have stolen their leader.” 

“You don’t understand, Changra Lai,” Nick laughed again. “I am so 


ordered by my chief. It is what we call a matter of policy.” 

Try as he would Nick was unable to make the mountain man 
believe that he was not a singularly resourceful and creative warlord 
with huge funds at his command. The Khuf chief persisted in believing 
that he was in the process of a monstrous shakedown of the Reds. 

“Tt is not of my business. You have paid me well and you shall see 
the loyalty of the Khufs,” his host sighed. “You are anxious about your 
baggage—come!” 

Changra Lal beckoned and then rose easily in spite of all the wine 
he had been drinking. Nick, none the worse for wear, got up and 
followed. He noted with a professional’s automatic perception that 
despite the revelry in the camp, the sentries were alert and walking 
their posts. 

He followed the Khuf along a shallow bed, now running with 
spring water into a rocky defile. There the mountain man indicated 
the shadows of five huge para-crates. 

“Tt is as I say. Five crates fell from the sky. And here are five crates 
for you to count. If you were to tell me what kind of guns they 
contain, I would tell you how best to deploy them. My men will be 
glad to attack the Chinese, our fifty against their thousand. It would 
help if you had heavy guns for I know that they have no guns of large 
caliber, only men whom they treat like animals.” 

“These aren’t guns, Changra Lal,” Nick said. 

“What, no guns!” the mountain man interrupted. He looked grave. 
“We are always happy to kill Chinese but without guns it will be truly 
difficult.” 

“Changra Lal,” Nick said. “Why is it that you and your men are so 
anxious to fight the Chinese?” 

They walked toward the camp before Changra Lal answered. 

“Three seasons ago,” the mountain man replied, “our brothers 
were crossing the Takla Makan when without warning the Chinese 
chased them with airplanes and then bombed them with the most 
terrible bomb of pure fire. They say that it was many miles in height, 
the explosion, which of course I do not believe. However those who 
survived were very terribly burned and within the month even those 
died.” 

“T see,”- Nick said. So that’s what had happened. These nomads 
who considered the whole desert their reservation had wandered into 
one of the early Chinese atomic bomb tests, had been warned off by 
airplanes and in their flight had stumbled close to ground zero. To 
explain would lead to further complications. Also, their distrust of the 
Reds was very useful. 

“T wouldn’t go back that way again,” Nick said dryly. “They might 
have more bombs of fire.” 


“Aye,” Changra Lal agreed. “Without guns. . 

“There will be no need for guns,” Nick said. “Your men. will not be 
asked to fight. Those crates contain the parts of a small flying 
machine, a helicopter, and fuel. I will strike the Chinese by myself and 
ask only that you guide me to India when I return.” 

The Khuf burst into loud laughter and struck Nick on the shoulder. 

“You are no American. I myself have seen the Americans—who do 
not behave as you do. And you are no soldier. For to come and go 
alone and to dress entirely in black, without markings, is not the way 
of the soldier.” 

“T am an agent. In the secret service,” Nick said. “For that reason I 
do not dress as a soldier.” 

“Hah!” laughed the mountain man scornfully. “I have also seen the 
secret agents. Fat Russians and Persians who sit in the cafes drinking 
coffee and whispering lies to each other. You were not born of such a 
mother. But perhaps it is I, Changra Lal, who will enlist in your 
service and become rich, fat and useless—except for women.” 

They reached Nick’s tent. 

“T do not promise,” the mountain man said. “But perhaps ...” 

He was still chuckling as he slipped into the darkness. “Sleep well, 
American, whatever you are,” he called. 

Nick went inside, wrapped himself in his sleeping bag and lay 
grinning in the dark. Spies, he reflected, had been modernized like 
everything else. But it was still simple and pleasant for Changra Lal to 
believe in the old fairy tales. 

He slept soundly and was awakened by the sudden coming of the 
light through his tent flap. The sun exploded over the desert’s edge, 
throwing that wild, lunar-like landscape into sharp relief. He 
breakfasted on the same float’s meat stew that had served his stomach 
the night before, and when the sun was an hour high he supervised a 
crew of Khuf warriors in dismantling his precious crates—the crates 
that Hawk had so carefully stashed in this remote cubbyhole of the 
world. As the little helicopter slowly emerged from its cocoon the 
Khuf chief danced with excitement. He rushed around like a small boy 
on his birthday, awarding a kick here and a slap on the back there as 
his men sweated in the hot sun. 

Finally it was necessary to pause during the heat of the day. This 
in spite of Nick’s urgings. Changra Lal was adamant. 

“The desert sun has its reward for fools,” he said. 

At last Nick played his only trump. 

“If the helicopter is not assembled by nightfall,” he threatened, “I 
shall be unable to give you, Changra Lal, the ride as I promised. I must 
take the Chinese leader this night.” 

The Khuf leader immediately prevailed upon his men to leave the 


shade of their tents and resume work in the inferno of the desert 
afternoon. A half hour before sunset the helicopter was completely 
assembled. The chopper was one of the new sports models made for 
civilian pilots. It was light, easily assembled from components and 
easy to fly. But this particular model had been run through the AXE 
labs. The result was high speed, short range and an extra seat. 

Above the shouting, cheering tribesmen, Nick put the little chopper 
through its paces. From the passenger’s seat a beaming Changra Lal 
touched Nick’s arm. 

“Tt is well that you strike at night or I think the Chinese doctor will 
be frightened to death,” he shouted. 

Nick grinned and looked out the open sides which had been 
sacrificed for extra fuel weight. 

“Tt is a little airy,” he agreed. 

The Khuf leader pointed at the whirling rotor blades. 

“T fear that you will draw much fire from the Chinese. Even bugles 
would be less alarming to the garrison.” 

Nick’s grin broadened. 

“Watch this.” He reached over and cut the motor. The chopper 
started to descend and Changra Lal’s face grew noticeably grim. 

“Ten thousand devils, American. You are the maddest man I have 
ever laid eyes upon!” 

Gradually, watching Nick’s unconcerned face, the Khuf’s face 
relaxed, too. The mini-copter was settling quite gently groundward 
under its lazily revolving blades. 

“Auto-rotation,” said Nick. “It was built in as a safety factor in case 
the engine quits. But it’s also useful for unannounced visits.” 

The tribesmen resumed their cheering as they touched ground. 

Hours later Nick sat smoking in Changra Lal’s tent while the clear 
desert stars grew brighter. The night again was calm. Damn good 
thing, too, Nick thought. Those mini-copters aren’t the stablest aircraft 
in the world. 

“Are you armed?” the Khuf leader asked. Nick showed him the 
Luger and the stiletto. 

“If I have to do any shooting,” Nick said, “the mission will 
probably fail.” 

Changra Lal shook his head in wonderment at the man who had 
such huge resources available yet chose to work with a pistol and a 
knife. Then he frowned, Nick noticed the frown and asked what was 
bothering him. The Khuf finally spoke with reluctance. 

“Tt will be difficult to hold my men after sunup. If your chopper 
plane is discovered by the Chinese dogs they will begin an immediate 
sweep in the area. However, if we leave at dawn we can be in the 
mountains before they find us, even with their airplanes—and then it 


will be too late to send patrols after us. But if we wait, the airplanes 
will find us still in the desert. That will be no good, American.” 

“Tll be back by sunrise,” Nick said. “Or not at all,” he added 
grimly. 

Moments later Nick was sitting at the controls, and the harsh roar 
of the chopper engine shattered the desert flight. God it’s noisy, Nick 
thought. But at the height he intended to fly he knew that the noise 
would be almost inaudible on the ground. And since he would cut the 
engines near the lab area there was a pretty even chance that he could 
get in with reasonable safety. But getting off again would be a 
different matter. 

Gradually he ran the engine up, lifted a few feet, hovered, then 
eased the throttle toward full power and began his long climb into the 
black Asian night. At the altitude he reached there was a great deal of 
wind although it had been calm on the desert floor. He spent most of 
the two-hour flight fighting the controls and cursing the fact that with 
two people in the chopper he would never be able to control it. So 
when he came back, if he came back, he would have to fire her up and 
bug on out Any altitude over the telephone wires would do. 

Now Nick could see the lights of the lab complex ahead. For the 
next few minutes he busied himself carrying out Hawk’s approach 
instructions. Twenty-five percent power cutback for eight minutes ... 
descend two hundred feet per minute for ten minutes ... turn to a 140 
degree heading when you observe Administration Building.... 

Nick’s steady hands roved over the controls, adjusting here and 
there while he timed his last descent. He watched the hand of his 
radium-dialed watch creep around as he made his final turn. Abruptly 
he switched off the power. The motor whined down to silence. It was 
eerie, like nothing he had ever experienced, as he came ghosting down 
out .of the sky. No searchlights switched on to frantically sweep the 
sky and no gunners loosed-off their weapons. Like a great eagle he 
skimmed high over the barbed-wire fences, fighting to keep the ship 
trimmed. 

Below him he made out the experimental rice paddies, looming 
steadily larger. Hawk, you genius, Nick thought, sitting back in your 
swivel chair, calculating the angle of descent of a helicopter fifteen 
thousand miles away. The chopper settled steadily into the swampy 
ground and rested on its pontoons. Nick sat still for a moment. His 
landing had torn down part of the canvas awning that protected the 
rice from the desert sun, but no one had been near enough at this time 
of night to notice. The guards were posted along the fences, not in the 
middle of the experiments at this super-secret installation. 

At first Nick moved through wet ground with the caution of a 
jungle scout. Then he realized that there were no guards anywhere 


nearby and he strolled casually toward his destination. Whimsically, 
he considered the idea of whistling a chorus or two of “I’m a Yankee 
Doodle Dandy” but decided there was no point in asking for trouble. 

Leaving the rice paddies, Nick moved swiftly from shadow to 
shadow. Things were going too well. Ahead he saw Dr. Lin’s flat adobe 
house. The project director lived in it alone. Nick moved forward 
swiftly. 

The door wasn’t even locked. His flashlight played its muffled 
beam around the sparsely furnished rooms. Books were everywhere. 
On shelves, tables and stacks of them on the floor. He was surprised to 
see among the Chinese prints on the wall a print of Van Gogh’s 
“Sunflowers.” Work in the United States, Nick thought, and you'll 
probably own the original before too long. 

He moved on. As he passed a door he heard the steady breathing 
of a man sleeping. He flashed the light quickly through the open 
doorway. It was the man he had come see. 

With the stealth of death he approached the sleeper. His intention 
was to muffle Dr. Lin’s cries when he awoke. But he was stopped. A 
clear calm voice said suddenly in Chinese: 

“If you are going to kill me, Comrade Wu, please be so kind as to 
turn on the light so that I may see your face. I am prepared. I knew 
that it would come to this.” 

“Sorry, Doctor Lin, wrong all the way around. I’m not Comrade Wu 
and I’m afraid you can’t turn on the light,” Nick replied in Chinese. 

There was a pause. 

“Nothing in the Tales equals the astonishment of existence,” the 
calm voice remarked. “We shall talk in the kitchen, even though the 
Master has said that the gentleman avoids his own cookhouse. It has 
no window.” 

Nick heard the rustle of clothes and followed Dr. Lin. 

“You will take tea?” Dr. Lin asked when they were seated in the 
kitchen. 

“We don’t have much time,” Nick said flatly. Quickly he outlined 
his. mission. As he talked he studied the doctor’s lined old face. Not 
unlike an Oriental version of Hawk, Nick thought, chuckling inwardly. 

“And the letter from my daughter,” Dr. Lin inquired politely. “You 
see that, although naive, I am becoming politically adept. Are 
governments so much different in the achievement of their ends? I 
think not.” 

“T think yes and no,” Nick said, handing over the letter. After Dr. 
Lin had read it, he put a shrewd look on his face, but his ancient 
glittering eyes were gay. 

“My daughter says that you are a gentleman, sir.” 

“IT am honored to be acquainted with your daughter, sir,” Nick 


said. And let’s knock off the tea ceremony and get the hell out of here, 
he added inwardly. He looked at his watch. He had allowed a certain 
amount of time for this but it was already expired. And without 
Changra Lal and his bandits to guide him through the mountain 
passes, he might as well turn himself over to guards right now. 

“As I said,” the old man remarked, “this letter is most touching. I 
would walk barefoot across the Takla Makan to see my daughter safe 
and happy. But your government is obviously resourceful. This letter 
could be ... “ 

He let the sentence trail off. 

“Forged,” Nick said. “You must know the way she writes characters 
perfecdy. Besides, she asked me to give you this when we met.” 

Nick handed him the signet ring. The doctor regarded it. 

“T am thoroughly convinced. My daughter trusts you ... so will I. 
Besides, it is too late, now, to argue. I assume that I am permitted no 
baggage?” 

“A minimum, sir,” said Nick. 

“T shall detain you but a moment. There are some papers snd 
personal things.” 

Five minutes later they stepped out into the desert night. Nick 
heard the sound of a car coming toward them. Nick flattened himself 
into the shadows leaving the doctor standing alone. 

The patrol car stopped. 

“Going for a walk, Doctor?” 

“It was my plan to walk to Moscow and reveal our secrets to the 
revisionist dogs. Failing that, I shall record the temperatures at the 
rice paddies in the early morning hour and return to bed as is my 
custom,” the doctor said in a high-pitched, precise voice. 

There was a laugh, the car was put in gear and Nick watched the 
car drive away. 

“One acquires a taste for duplicity, I fear,” said the doctor. “Shall 
we proceed?” 

Finally the rice paddies loomed before them. Dr. Lin carried on a 
rapid-fire whispered comment on the technicalities of rice production 
as they worked their way through the bog. He buckled Dr. Lin into his 
seat, drew a deep breath and fired the motor. It coughed, failed and 
coughed back to life. 

Nick nursed it like a mother until it was revving evenly. Then, 
down the road, he saw the patrol car hurriedly turn and head back. 
The noise of the copter was ear splitting, the car’s lights were looming 
larger by the second. Grimly Nick watched the rpm’s build up. As the 
spotlight on top of the car swept across the paddies it flicked across 
the copter, illuminating Nick’s face and traveled on. Then it flicked 
back again. Nick shoved the throttle forward and felt the ship lift itself 


out of its bed of muck. A few seconds to hover and test the motor. 
Then, full throttle and hope for the best. 

They were off the ground now and laboring upwards. The light 
was full on them. 

“Are those cars equipped with radios?” Nick snapped. 

“T fear they are,” shouted Dr. Lin. 

A rifle cracked and something tore through the windscreen slightly 
above their heads. Searchlights along the fences burst into life. 

“Hold on, Doc,” Nick said between gritted teeth. The searchlights 
were playing across the sky. Fifty feet off the ground, Nick sent the 
chopper, skimming along just above the fences and under the 
crisscross of the searching fights. Lower, lower, Nick thought. They’re 
looking for us up in the air. The chopper dropped until it was only ten 
feet off the ground. The night suddenly split open with machine gun 
fire but Nick was below it. The first of the high chain-link fences was 
rushing to meet them and Nick jerked the machine up at the last 
second. They went roaring by a machine gun tower before the gunners 
had time to depress their weapons. Now another fence was 
approaching. Nick could feel the barbed wire scrape the belly of the 
copter as they barreled over it toward the last barrier. 

“This is not unlike the English steeplechase,” Dr. Lin said. “Only 
you do the sport with helicopters.” 

“Tm glad you’re keeping your sense of humor, Doc,” Nick laughed. 
“We’re both going to need it.” 

Ahead Nick saw the deadly winking light of a heavy machine gun 
coming to bear on them. A searchlight swooped down and held them 
captive like a moth on a pin. Nick saw the tracers coming up to 
intersect the beam of light. The gunner had a nice lead and the copter 
was flying at close to a hundred miles an hour straight into the hail of 
death. Like hell I am, thought Nick. No guts, no glory. 

Viciously he wrenched the little chopper around and bore down on 
the gun tower. The machine gun whipped towards them but not fast 
enough. The gunner strove frantically to find his range. Then Nick 
hovered directly over him. The gunner couldn’t elevate his weapon to 
that extreme angle. He waited helplessly for Nick to fly over so that he 
could tear into the aircraft passing him nt point blank range. 

Wilhelmina, Nick’s Luger, was in his hand. Suddenly he cut back 
the power and changed pitch on the rotor blades. The mini-copter 
hovered over the gun crew like an angry bee. Nick reached out the 
door and the Luger spat angry flashes of light into the night. Nick 
knew he was cursing their ancestors loudly, but with all the racket he 
couldn’t hear his own voice. The men below were either killed or 
diving for the stairs. 

Didn’t think this little bee had any sting, he thought. 


He gave the copter full forward again over the silent gun tower. 
The searchlights still scanned the sky frantically, but the copter was 
moving out fast now, skimming along the desert floor. They were ten 
miles away before Nick eased her back up into the cold night sky and 
cut back slightly on the power. 

“That was most dramatic,” Dr. Lin observed. “One misses so much 
of life locked up in a laboratory.” 

Nick smiled. At least the excitement was keeping the good doctor 
from asking about the whereabouts of his daughter. 

The first red edge of the sun had crept over the horizon when Nick 
spotted the Khuf camp. Changra Lai hadn’t been kidding about getting 
back by sunrise. The men were already mounted on their stout little 
ponies and had removed all traces of the camp. Apparently, Changra 
Lai was having difficulty restraining his tribesmen until the last 
moment. But once they sighted the copter, they raised a great cheer as 
it settled to the ground. 

Changra Lai embraced Nick and turned to Dr. Lin. 

“Ts this the Chinese dog? We will cut off his ears for you and send 
them by post to the Chinese leaders. It will increase the ransom you 
shall get.” 

Dr. Lin looked slightly disturbed. 

“We had better let Doctor Lin keep his ears,” Nick grinned. “He’ll 
need them to listen to official speeches in Washington.” 


Chapter IS 


NOTHING EVER CHANGES 


IT WAS as If he had never been to the desert, had never ridden 
with the tough little mountain men through the passes accompanied 
by a soft spoken microbiologist. Nick might once again have been 
playing tag with Dominique St. Martin on the winding French roads. 
But Dominique was dead. The Paris columnists would have to find 
another Go-Go Girl. So would Nick. 

The road between Bordeaux and Bayonne runs straight for mile 
after mile between rows of trees. It is an E-Jag road if there ever was 
one, and Nick was making the Jag move. Hawk hadn’t wanted Nick 
mopping up at this time but Nick had insisted. 

“It’s been a tough one so far, Nick. Why not take a rest? Sooner or 
later Johnny Wu will have to move the girl and then we can get her.” 

“Then again maybe we won’t, and the Chicoms can use her to 
blackmail Dr. Lin into coming back and we’ll he worse off than when 
we started. Also, I’ve a personal interest in this.” 

Hawk had looked long at Nick. His Killmaster designation hadn’t 
been issued for Nick to settle personal grudges. Then Hawk’s seamed 
old face broke into a smile. 

“If you’re going to go, son, you’d better get cracking. There’s a bad 
weather front moving in over the Bay of Biscay and if I were Johnny 
Wu I think I’d try to move the girl under cover of the storm, by boat 
perhaps.” 

Hawk wasn’t purely indulging Nick. Dr. Lin had been most 
gracious about the American Government’s being unable to produce 
his daughter. He, more than anyone else, understood how much more 
important his work was than his personal feelings; but no one would 
feel very sure about anything until his daughter had been brought 
over, too. Secondly, Nick knew the enemy personnel better than any 
other agent and was the logical choice to handle it. 

Donovan in the seat beside him looked at his watch. 

“We should be there before midnight. I hope the storm doesn’t hit 
too early.” Rusty was just as eager as Nick to get back into action 
against the Chicom network. 

“T called pilot weather before we left,” Nick said. “They don’t 
expect anything rough in the area until early morning.” 

For his part, Nick had not been anxious to bring Donovan along on 
this operation, but his plan required a minimum of one more man, so 


it had to be Rusty. 

“From those aerial photographs,” Rusty said, “Villa Sans Souci 
looks more like Fort Dodge than a resting place for tired diplomats. 
Why don’t we come in by water? We could get up closer.” 

“We’d have to climb the cliff and we know they’ve got guards and 
dogs along the ledge; we’d never make it,” Nick said. “Also the photo 
interpreters say the mound that commands the lawn is a cistern. I say 
it’s a machine gun and we’d be chopped down like rabbits. Any more 
questions, Rusty?” Nick asked cheerfully. 

“T don’t care how we do it,” Rusty grinned back, “as long as I get a 
chance to grease those bastards. I haven’t been so professionally 
embarrassed since I lost my matches on the survival course.” 

“T told you to forget it, it could have happened to anybody.” 

They went on in silence. Not long after, the heavily burdened 
sports car rolled through the quiet streets of the little resort town. Like 
all resorts, in the off-season it was almost empty which was a break 
for Nick. Most of the villas along the coast would not be occupied. He 
didn’t need a large civilian population getting in his way. If Kathy Lin 
had not been inside he would have been content to level the Chicom 
Villa with high explosives and let it go at that. 

The first thing he saw as they left the shelter of the town was that 
the wind was increasing and rain-bearing clouds were blowing in off 
the Bay of Biscay. Far below he could see the waves running in long 
white lines up the beach as he drove the Jag along the serpentine cliff 
road. Presendy he turned off the main road back toward the hills. 

Although he had never seen this town before, the details, after he 
had studied aerial photographs, were printed on his mind. Halfway 
into the hills he pulled the Jag off the road and stopped. 

The two men stood in the dark stretching after the long ride. They 
were at the top of a scrub pine hill. They could see the town and the 
ocean several hundred feet below them. To their left a lighthouse on 
the promontory flashed its great rotating beacon over land and sea. 

“Fifty yards in there’ll be a fire-watch tower,” Nick said. “Let’s get 
up there.” 

The two of them labored to hoist the heavy infrared equipment up 
the steep stairs to the platform where they set it up. Nick put his head 
to the eyepiece and swept the Chinese villa. 

“Sure,” he said. “That’s a machine gun. It commands the whole 
approach. After the gate guard that’s our number one problem.” 

He continued talking in the dark for some time, pointing out 
details and outlining his plan of action to the CIA man. 

“The word is,” said Rusty, “that those so-called guards are Chinese 
regular troops.” 

Nick nodded. “Yes, this is going to be a hard nut to crack. Look 


how those breezeways are set up. They’re more like the Great Wall of 
China.” 

The first drops of rain, heavy and fat with the promise of more to 
come, sprinkled the tower. Nick looked down at the roiling sea. 

“If they’re thinking of moving her by boat, they’ll have their work 
cut out for them by morning. And if it’s a seaplane it’ll be even 
harder,” he grinned in the dark. “We’ll be having drinks tonight with 
Kathy Lin in Paris.” 

After that there was no more talk. 

The rain was increasing. They set their remaining equipment under 
tarpaulins and sheltered themselves beneath the wooden tower. For 
the next few hours they waited. The night went slowly. Nick chain 
smoked and was not inclined to talk. His mind kept straying back to 
the beautiful, wild blond who lived on a houseboat and the river bum 
who had been her buddy. Nick was glad of the coming action. The 
odds didn’t disturb Mm. He was going to bring them way down in the 
first few minutes of action, anyway. Surprise was on his side. Just like 
Washington attacking Trenton on Christmas morning. Only this little 
dust-up would never get into the history books. 

What a squad of armed soldiers couldn’t do because of 
international relations, one pair of agents could do, if they were smart, 
tough and lucky enough. 

The hours passed slowly. Nick took a final drag on his cigarette; its 
red glow highlighted the hard square lines of his jaw and made a dark 
enigmatic mask of his eyes. Rusty looking at him was glad that he was 
out here and not in the Chinese villa. 

“Half hour until first Light,” Nick said. “Up and at ‘em, Rusty, my 
boy.” 

The two men walked out into the cold dawn rain. 

Rusty to the mortar. Nick up the wooden steps to the tower where 
he took the wraps off his weapons. It would be nice if he could loosen 
up the guns with a couple of bursts, but of course that was out of the 
question. 

The sky went bright with lightning and moments later thunder 
cracked through the hills. Nick laughed aloud. Talk about your luck. 
He could drop an atom bomb on the Chinese villa and the good people 
of Biarritz would think it was just part of a freak spring thunder 
storm. So would the Chinese soldiery until they were half wiped out. 

Rusty was gesticulating madly at the sky. Nick grinned down at 
him. 

“T may not have time to give you the range when that gate guard 
comes out of his hut,” Nick yelled. “I’ll be busy going after him with 
the rifle so he doesn’t grease us from behind when we move in. You 
just keep lobbing shells in there until I give you a new range, got it?” 


Rusty shouted back an O.K. but it was lost in the wind. That wind 
was a break for the Chinese. It would make accurate shooting difficult. 

The lightning continued its bright dance over the coast. With the 
heavy cloud cover, the dawn would be delayed. Nick thought he could 
make out the jagged ridge of the Pyrenees. The time was getting close. 

Hell, he thought, let’s go, it’s light enough now. He adjusted a new 
gadget on the rifle. It was clocking off the range nicely now. He called 
off the figures to Rusty and saw him drop the first shell down the 
pipe. All hell should break loose any second now. 

Nick switched his eyes to the machine gun emplacement. The 
explosion burst ten yards to the left He signaled the change of range 
to Donovan with his hands. The second round was closer. The 
explosion was followed by a crack of thunder. With amazement Nick 
watched a man crawl out of the gun emplacement and look around. 
The next mortar shell killed him. Then the gate guard came out of the 
gate house and looked around like a toy soldier in a music box. Nick 
cut him down With the BAR. 

Men with dogs were breaking across the lawn toward the gun 
emplacement. The Chinese machine gun was traversing rapidly now, 
searching for a target. Rusty’s mortar shells were getting closer and 
any moment one of them was going to hit home. 

The guards saw this and ran back toward the villa, wanting no part 
of the doomed machine gun. Nick poured fire in on them with the 
BAR and saw several drop. 

Out of the corner of his eye, Nick saw a familiar figure in pajamas 
burst out on the patio and scream orders at the men. Quick as a cat, 
Nick brought the BAR to bear on him, but Johnny Wu had not lived 
through the wars with Chiang and Japan to get shot as easily as that. 
He seemed to sense he was a target and fell flat on his stomach behind 
the breezeway wall. Nick saw his BAR slugs miss and knock chips out 
of the wall. 

Nick swung the gun back on the scurrying guards. Then Donovan’s 
mortar scored a direct hit on the machine gun and it was out. That 
was. the signal to move in. Carrying the BAR, Nick sprinted for the 
stairs and reached the Jag just as Rusty did. 

Let the local authorities find the spectroscopic sight and the 
cartridge casings. It was all sterile equipment, none of it made in the 
U.S. or at least traceable to the U.S. 

The morning wind roared in their ears as Nick drove the Jag 
around the slippery, winding turns of the road. Lightning continued to 
play in the heavy clouds. 

“Nick,” Rusty shouted into his ear, “let me go in first. You provide 
the covering fire.” 

Nick shook his head and braked the sports car to a halt at the place 


he’d decided to launch his attack last night. The CIA man grabbed his 
arm. 

“This is no hero stuff. It makes sense. There’s a very definite 
technique for storming a house and I’m an expert at it. Picked it up in 
Korea. It takes practice, house-to- house fighting. You have to be sort 
of off your nut. You’ve got to run amok, keep shooting, never stand 
still for a second. That’s my game and you’re a better shot than me! 
You can keep ‘em pinned down better than I could.” 

Rusty’s voice had risen to a scream above the wind. 

“Tt’s an art. Some people get to love it. But you’ve got to know 
what yow’re doing.” 

Nick made a fast decision. What Rusty said made sense. Nick was 
no glory boy. There was going to be enough fighting for everybody 
before the morning was over. He took a submachine gun out of the 
back seat and handed it to Donovan. 

“Tt’s all yours, kid,” Nick said. Rusty nodded seriously and began 
festooning himself with grenades. He turned to Nick. 

“One thing you gotta remember, sir, if you end up doing this. You 
gotta keep thinking all the time. Nothing can stop me. Remember, 
nothing can stop me!” 

Nick grinned. “Okay, kid. Stay low.” 

Rusty grinned back. His smile was cocky. 

“Throw me off the so and so roof will they? It might as well be ‘52 
again. Nothing ever changes does it, sir?” 

Then as he moved out over the wall he shouted back, “See you in 
Harry’s Bar.” 

Then he was gone, moving fast and low through the beach grass, 
zigzagging and hitting the ground, moving in closer. Nick dug in 
behind a tree and waited for the first shots. His abnormally fast 
reactions brought the BAR to bear on the flash almost as it happened. 
Other guns spoke. Nick answered their fire almost instantaneously and 
poured fire back on the windows in torrents. 

He used the intervals to move up on the house himself. That way 
he drew fire from the CIA man and made his own fire that much more 
accurate. A couple of windows were silent now. 

The barrel of the BAR was steaming hot in the rain and the beach 
grass was. clinging to his hands and clothes. He saw Donovan leap out 
from behind a tree and make his last wild run for the door, throwing 
grenades as he ran. He never made the door. 

One moment the CIA man was hurling grenades and the muzzle of 
his gun was spitting bright flame and Nick could hear the crump of 
the grenades going off inside the door, then suddenly Rusty staggered 
back as if he had been hit by a giant fist. He took a couple of steps 
sideways trying to go forward, then fell and lay absolutely Still. 


Nick knew that he would have to make the rush himself. He 
wanted to get rid of the BAR and get hold of the submachine gun. He 
had plenty of grenades. 

Nick felt the wind whipping at his. clothing and the rain drenching 
him as he stood up and moved out. Inside the house you’ll be warm 
and dry, Nicholas, he told himself. There was only one way to make a 
suicidal rush like that. He fired a last fierce burst at each window, 
driving the defenders down, then launched himself out into the knee- 
high grass. 

He was almost at Rusty’s body before they re-opened fire on him. 
He picked up the machine gun and kept on going right to the door. 
Instead of stopping he hurled a thermite bomb straight down the hall 
and ducked back behind the wall as it went off. He threw a second 
thermite grenade in and another through one of the upstairs windows 
for good measure. Explosions and liquid fire created havoc in the 
darkened corridor and only a few wild, sporadic shots came from the 
house windows. 

He threw a fragmentation grenade in just ahead oi himself, and as 
soon as it went off he went through the door in a low dive. As he hit 
the floor he hosed lead with the Tommy gun into the weird burning 
light until he was sure that nothing lived behind it. 

What was it Rusty had said? Nothing can stop me. That’s the 
ticket. Keep moving, don’t present a target. He was on his feet and his 
first closed door was coming at him. Somehow he felt that this room 
had two riflemen in it. Now. Hit the door shoulder first, burst it open. 
Toss in a grenade. Duck back. Whoomp goes the grenade. Into the 
room running before they have time to recover, finger down on the 
trigger. Spray the room. Machine gun leaping up and down in his fists, 
empty cartridges bouncing on the floor. 

Now quick. Get the hell out of here. Look behind you, Carter, 
someone might be sneaking up. Next room. In goes the grenade. Better 
get the hell back quicker than that Carter if you want to keep your 
face on. 

He felt the chunk-chunk release of air after each explosion. He had 
never been so conscious of each fraction of a second in his life. Hose 
the room down with lead. Keep moving and keep alive. Now a 
grenade back into the hall. The house was full of fumes, his clothes 
stank of cordite in the dank hallways. Through the ground floor rooms 
he went not knowing how many men were in each room, not seeing 
the faces. 

In one room there was only one man, a vicious looking red-eyed 
fellow who rose to meet him and fired his gun savagely the second 
Nick came through the door. Nick beat him to the draw by a 
hundredth part of a second, then he was back in the hall, lacing every 


corner with hot lead. 

He heard footsteps on the second floor and fired a full clip up the 
stairs then took off at full gallop up the stairs. He fired a grenade 
overhand as hard as he could and flattened himself as the concussion 
wave nearly knocked him back downstairs. 

He cleaned out the top floor as he had the first, a moving dancing 
devil, who announced himself with a hand grenade, leaping through 
the smoke, spewing bullets at the survivors before they could recover. 
He found himself shooting at empty rooms before he realized that the 
only living thing left in the house was himself. Slowly, as alert as 
trained reflexes forced him to be, he walked numbly through the 
house. 

He felt as drained as if he had just finished with Dominique. The 
rain still beat at the house and slammed against the walls. His watch 
told him that this eternity had lasted only a half hour or so. 

Methodically he retraced his steps through the rooms, turning over 
mangled corpses and faceless men, looking for any sign of Kathy Lin 
or Johnny Wu. 

They were gone. The house reeked of cordite and pieces of 
furniture were still burning from the thermite grenades he had tossed. 
Through the plate glass window of the kitchen he saw a large motor 
sloop running up its sails down by the dock. 

That would be Johnny Wu’s boat and he was taking Kathy Lin 
away on it N3 burst out the kitchen door and sprinted for the beach. 
He could see Johnny Wu with a couple of crewmen hoisting the sails. 
Fresh air rapidly cleared his brain of the past half hour’s surrealistic 
scene. He threw the machine gun aside as he ran. It would be of little 
use to him if the boat cleared the dock and it slowed him down. Also, 
it was unlikely that Wu would let him get close enough on that long 
empty dock to use it. 

The wind was strong. He could hear the sails slapping and cracking 
in the wind, and at her stern he could see the motor churning the 
water into froth. Wu should have turned her under bare poles and 
then headed off on a starboard tack since the dock made the port tack 
out of the question. Now he was having trouble casting off, and the 
mistake was going to cost him dearly. 

Nick concealed himself against a utility shed at the foot of the dock 
and watched the men struggling with the boat. There were a hundred 
or more feet of dock between Nick and the boat and not a scrap of 
cover. They’d shoot him down like a dog if he ran for it. 

He had a pretty good idea what he needed. With the stiletto he 
pried up the old rusty padlock from the rotting wood of the shed and 
went inside. It was there all right. Swiftly, he selected the necessary 
equipment, then stripped. 


Back outside the rain bit at his body like a thousand ants. The 
world was without color, a study in grays. Then his hard body 
launched itself in a flat dive and disappeared in the angry maw of the 
sea. 


Chapter 16 


HOME IS THE HUNTER 


IT WAS too cold for swimming this early in the year. 

The icy salt water held the American agent in its huge fist and 
battered him against the poles of the wharf, drawing him off again 
and again, smashing him rhythmically against the rough wood. 
Without flippers and weighted down with his rope and light dinghy 
anchor, Nick coughed, sputtered and held onto the pilings. He had 
badly underestimated the power of the storm-agitated sea. 

Cold pierced through the protective layers of his body to the 
nerves. A few more minutes of this punishment and exposure and he 
would be a push-over for the tough Johnny Wu. 

He struck off from the piling and dived deep. The bitter, numbing 
cold still clutched at his blood vessels but it was much better than at 
the rough surface. He was making progress. The pilings were 
beginning to go by. Three ... four ... five. He surfaced and submerged 
rhythmically, and then he was counting the pilings left to go to the 
stern of the sloop. 

He was close now. When he rose to breathe, he saw that the bow 
of the sloop was coming around and pointing out to sea. It was in the 
wind now. In a moment it would swing over to the starboard tack, and 
as soon as she caught the wind she would be off and Nick would be 
left behind, alone in the sea. 

He drew upon the last of his reserve of strength—a champion who 
can’t be beaten because he won’t be beaten. He judged the point 
where the boat would catch the wind and moved out with a powerful 
crawl in that direction. No need for secrecy. No one would be looking 
for him in the water, and they would be too busy with the ship to do 
anything but mind the sails. 

Nick picked up his speed to the Olympic swimmer’s eight beats, 
churning the water in a savage sprint that drove him almost as fast as 
the boat coming sluggishly around to meet him. Just as the world was 
becoming a blur of salt water and pain he saw the sloop’s graceful 
bow right in front of him. He just had time to draw a full breath 
before he had to toss the dinghy anchor aboard. He heard it bounce 
on the deck, then felt it catch against the lee rail. The line became 
suddenly taut in his hands as the boat caught the wind and surged 
forward. 

Half in the water and half out, bouncing and smashing from crest 


to trough, he let himself be dragged through the rough waters of the 
bay. And slowly, hands burning against the rope, he hauled himself 
hand over hand toward the plunging sailboat. 

The great mainsail would keep him out of sight unless someone 
came aft. If they did, he. was as helpless as a fish on a line. The rail 
was almost within reach now. It danced tantalizingly forward and 
back. One more reach would do it. He made the effort, cord biting 
into his hand like a branding iron; then he felt the solid, wet wood of 
the rail and hooked both arms over. The boat dipped into a wave 
almost washing him away. As it rose up he used the momentum to 
fling himself over the rail where he lay spent and gasping on the 
pitching deck. Then he saw the deckhand. He was coming forward to 
clear the jib sheet. He didn’t see Nick until the last moment. His eyes 
widened as a huge naked man who had seemingly come from the sea 
sprang across the sharply canted deck at him. The deckhand shouted 
something hack toward the cockpit, but he was blocked from view by 
the sail, and the wind scattered his words to the ocean. He pulled a 
pair of pliers from his back pocket and came at Nick. 

Nick caught his wrist as it came down with the pliers toward his 
skull and drove his right hand into the man’s mid-section. Then he hit 
him again, a right that traveled no more than five inches, and the man 
staggered down the deck and right on into the boiling ocean. He was 
out of sight in the heavy chop within seconds. 

Between the mast and the sail, Nick could see Johnny Wu at the 
wheel. If he were armed Nick couldn’t take him from in front and the 
chances were that he was. 

A plan occurred to him. Like any desperate plan it required 
boldness and speed and if it worked out, all well and good. He really 
didn’t have much choice. If it didn’t work he would be a prisoner of 
the Chinese for the second time. 

Walking carefully on the slippery deck he worked his way to the 
rail and slashed the jib sheet. He watched with satisfaction as the sail 
tore and fluttered, cracking like a rifle shot in the wind. Then he made 
his way to the mast and waited. 

It was easier than he thought it would be. A Chinese deckhand 
came stumbling down the deck, cursing his mate for loosing the jib. 
Nick could feel Wu fighting the jib-less boat trying to hold her on 
course. As the second deckhand came by the mast, Nick pounced on 
him like a cat, caught him by the collar and the seat of the pants and 
sent him soaring over the lee rail, to be gobbled up instantly by the 
churning waves. 

He didn’t care if Johnny Wu saw his man in the water or not. 
Johnny was about to get a surprise of his own. 

Nick grabbed the mast with one hand to steady himself for the 


shock the boat was about to receive. Then with the trace of a smile 
lurking at the corner of his lips, he inserted the blade of the stiletto 
into the lull of the sail, the place where it took the greatest pressure 
from the wind, and ripped sharply. The results were spectacular. The 
wind did the rest. The great mainsail ripped with the sound of 
lightning hitting an oak tree and went flying off into pieces 
downwind. But Nick did not have time to see all that. He used the few 
seconds of forward way left to come leaping into the cockpit, a 
vengeful Neptune, his hair whipped wildly by the wind and his knife 
at the ready. 

There was fright in Wu’s eyes for a fraction of a second. Then he 
reached for a pistol, still trying to control the boat with one hand. The 
boat having lost way broached badly and a mountain of green water 
came crashing down on the deck as she dug her nose into a wave. 
Wu’s shot went straight up in the air and Nick didn’t give him time to 
get off a second one. He sprang, his body a long lance, driving the 
stiletto with all his weight right at the Chicom spymaster’s heart. With 
his other hand he smashed a karate chop into Wu’s wrist that sent the 
pistol flying into the soaking scuppers. With a twist of his body Wu 
avoided the knife but not the man. He gasped heavily as Nick’s weight 
hit him. With a free hand he pulled his own knife. 

They lay there, locked hand to hand unable to move until the ship 
righted itself. Wu’s flat black eyes stared back into Nick’s steel gray 
ones. 

“You think you know a little about knife fighting, eh, Carter?” 

With the speed of an enraged cobra he drove his knee up into 
Nick’s groin. Nick half countered the blow, breaking its force, but he 
could feel the pain and nausea come flowing up through him and 
knew he needed a second’s respite. Wu was fresh from a night’s rest 
and Nick had been through enough to flatten half a regiment. Slowly 
he was wearing down. 

The boat was rocking in between the waves, buffeted directly on 
her side. During one lurch of the sloop Nick managed to get clear of 
Wu and catch his breath. 

“T think you’re pretty good with long range weapons, Carter. I 
don’t think you'll do so good with a real man.” 

“You'll do till the real thing comes along, Johnny,” Nick said 
flashing his go-to-hell smile. “Get my present?” 

Wu advanced on Nick slowly, his knife low, both men watching 
their footing on the slippery, wildly rolling deck. 

Wu told Carter what he could do. It turned out to be thoroughly 
obscene, anatomically unlikely and certainly fatal; 

“Won’t get you back your European network, Johnny.” 

Wu grunted and drove in with his knife. Nick swung his body away 


with the grace of a bull fighter and without moving his feet. His 
counter slash, barely a flicker of his hand, tore through Wu’s Sweater 
and the knife blade emerged covered with blood. 

“Never did find out what I was looking for in the chateau, did 
you?” Nick asked. “I hope they send a better team out next time. This 
one was sort of second rate. Bloody, yes. Smart, no.” 

Nick taunted Wu for a reason. Wu had the tiniest fraction of a 
second’s advantage on him. Nick’s reflexes just weren’t what they 
normally were. That fraction of a second could be fatal if Wu realized 
it. Therefore everything depended on keeping Wu from timing 
properly. 

Wu lunged again. Nick dodged and thrust in. Wu counter-slashed 
viciously. When the two men drew apart they both had blood on 
them. Nick was-sure now that he was just a flicker of an eyelash 
slower than Johnny Wu. He saw death staring at him from the black 
eyes in the high-cheekboned face. 

“T think you’re getting just a mite slower, Carter.” Wu’s face was 
cunning. “Too bad, Carter. I can keep this up all day.” 

Nick struck again unexpectedly, drew blood and retreated before 
Wu recovered. 

“Keep telling yourself that, Johnny,” he said laughingly. He had 
taken advantage of a roll of the sloop in the heavy seas, but Wu didn’t 
have to know that. 

“That last one was for the people in the Dutch jet, Wu. The final 
one will be for Dominique St. Martin.” 

Wu looked puzzled. 

“Oh, yes. The airplane. You capitalists are getting soft Revolutions 
aren’t made by the squeamish,” he snorted. 

“Nor by the fastidious,” Nick said. “Besides you’re not a 
revolutionist. You’re a bandit.” 

Suddenly the man was on him, arms and knees piston-ing, his teeth 
braced in a weird grimace. Nick braced himself as well as he could for 
the onslaught, then they were both down in the scupper and the water 
in the cockpit was turning red around them. He wondered if the blood 
was his or Wu’s. Somewhere in the scramble he had lost his knife and 
now, Wuw’s blade was descending upon him. Nick threw up his left arm 
and caught Wu’s arm, whipping it around behind him and exerting all 
the pressure his tired muscles could give. He could see Wu’s eyes 
rolling up into his skull in agony and then he heard the bone snap. 

Wu was trying to scuttle away across the pitching deck. Nick’s first 
exhausted impulse was to let him go. Then it came to him that Wu 
was going to the cabin for a gun. Nick went after him on his hands 
and knees, the surest method of locomotion on the rolling vessel. 
Johnny had risen to his feet to open the cabin door and Nick fell on 


him like an avenging fury. The boat pitched and they fell together into 
the sea. Nick realized dimly that they were in the water and the shock 
was reviving him. Wu’s good arm was around his throat and 
Gentleman Johnny was trying to drown him in a most ungentlemanly 
manner. Nick got one hand free and clipped him hard with the ridge 
of his palm across the mouth. Then he caught him by the hair and 
drove his head under water. Wu released his hold on Nick’s neck and 
Nick broke free. Wu rose sputtering and coughing to the surface, his 
eyes red with salt water and his short dark hair plastered down over 
his face. Nick twisted in the water and shot back in to take advantage 
of the opening. Johnny Wu’s eyes were wide with fear. 

“Carter,” he gasped. “I can’t swim.” 

Nick stared in amazement. Some men are courageous in one place 
and not in another. Wu would never have asked for mercy in the knife 
fight. 

“Carter, I’ll pay you,” the man gasped. “I can tell you all about the 
Chinese operation in Europe.” 

Nick tread water and eyed him judiciously. In his excitement, of 
course, the man was swimming. The boat rolled in the waves not ten 
yards away. 

“You are the Chinese operation in Europe, Wu. You’re the head of 
the snake. Next time will be new snakes, new systems.” 

Rocked by the numbing waters Nick watched his opponent and 
tried to think clearly. Wu wouldn’t be very valuable to the U.S. 
government any more and his repentance would probably ebb as he 
got closer to land. 

“There are one hundred and fifty dead men in Greenland who 
would haunt me if I let you live, Johnny,” Nick said. “And a girl.” 

Wu gasped another imploring sentence. 

Nick shook his head slowly. 

“T’m afraid I’m sorry about that, Johnny.” 

Nick turned and swam with lazy strokes the short distance to the 
boat. When he had hauled himself aboard and looked back, the sea 
had taken Wu-Tsung and left no trace. The sea didn’t care. It took all 
kinds. In this case Nick didn’t care either. 

Wearily he went below and found Kathy Lin. She was locked in her 
cabin. He didn’t have any inclination toward subtlety. He hit the door 
with his shoulder and stepped into the room. 

“Hello kid,” he said, his gray eyes dancing, “I hear the cherry 
blossoms in Washington are just great this year.” 

After her first burst of questions she was very solicitous and big 
eyed about his wounds. Her gentle hands sponged and bandaged 
while Nick rested. 

“Do you know how to make cheeseburgers?” Nick asked from the 


depths of his weariness. Her eyes registered bafflement. 

“Never mind,” Nick laughed. “I just thought Id like a 
cheeseburger. Let’s eat and get out of here. You'll be a qualified able- 
bodied by the time we get in.” 

Nick took the sloop by motor to a small Basque fishing village and 
docked it shortly after sunset. He found a phone, relayed a message to 
Hawk in Washington and walked back through the silent streets to the 
boat. 

The waves at the dockside lapped gently at her hull. The storm was 
receding and the cold was coming in after the storm. 


He knew what was building up between himself and the Lin girl. 
He stood smoking on the deck and gazing out over the choppy 
anchorage, wondering if he wanted to let it happen. With him still was 
the memory of a long-legged blond in a Balenciaga gown. Unbidden, 
the old line from Petronius entered the mind of the strangely silent 
man. Better to hang the dead than kill the living. History, of which he 
had made so much, taught one brutal lesson. You couldn’t mourn the 
past. The living had to live. Perhaps you might learn from it and do 
better next time. 

During the night, she came to him. Quickly she slipped out of her 
clothes and joined him in the spacious master bunk. The nipples of her 
tiny, perfect breasts were swollen and rigid. The small golden body 
adapted itself quickly to Nick’s size. She uttered small cries in a 
strange dialect as Nick’s mouth joined hers and his manhood found 
the peace it sought. He stroked the tiny, completely feminine body 
beneath him into furious, gasping passion until there was only a man 
and his woman dancing a perfect figure in the infinite choreography 
of humanity. 


THE END 


